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TOO MER 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 
TEE 


Princeſs of Wales. 


MaDamnM, 


[| H UMBLY beg leave to put 


this Tragedy under the Pro- 
tection of Your Royal High- 
neſs; and hope You will conde- 
ſcend to accept of it, as a Teſti- 
A 2 mony 


: 
% 


ADEDICATOON.q 


of the moſt unfeigned and 


2 1 Reſpect, due, no leſs to 
Your Amiable Virtues, than to 


Your. ** e from, 77 
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P. ROOM O\ GADULE. 
[6 ( ni Din 28 16 14 my 
| Y the Luthor of EukvDick. 4 
2th Of PUN NogHA eus 


03 BA; Spoken by My. Rr , 110 
I H E N tis Miciſiu Night, t glb, UD, 


The Night of every Author's Hopes and Fears ; 
What Shifts, to bribe Applauſe, poor Poets tryP 

In all the Forms of Wit they court and dye: 

Theſe meanly beg it, as an Alms ; and Thoſe, 

By boaftful Blufter, dazzle and impoſe. | 


Nor poorly fearful, num ſecarelty pnip 3 \ 

Ours world, by honeſt Wi As Fed Les ai, : 

Would, as a Free- born Wit, be fairh try'd : 

And then--let Truth and Candour, fair, decide. 

He courts no Friend, ⁊obo blindly comes to pranfe ; 

He dreads no Foe-- but wvhom his Faults may raiſe. 
Indulge @ generous Pride, that bids bim o,, 

He aims to pleaſe, by noble Means, alone : 

By what may win the Judgment, wake the Heart, 

Inſpiring Natære, and directing Art: 

By Scenes, ſo wrought, ſo rais'd, as may command \ 


xi gra hem the Head, than from (he Hand. 
Portion 
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Appla 

Im f ir the Moral abe aν⁰ ‚! tech: 
( Oh may this Iſland practiſe what we preach ! ) 
Vice, in its p Approach, with Care to han; 
The Wretch, who once engages, ts undone. 
Crimes lead to greater Crimes, and link ſo flreight, 
ee Goas devidenh, \at def it Fate : 
Th unhappy Servant finks into a Slave ; 
Aud Virtut's laft ſad Strugglings cannot ſaws. 

«© As ſuch our fair Attempt, we hope to ſee 
Our Judges, -- here at leaſt, -- from Influence fret; 
* One Place, - unbiaſi d yet by Party- Rage, --- 

© Where only Honour wotes,--the Britiſh Stage. 
* We aft for Fuſtice, fur Indulgence ſue: 
Our laſt beſt Licence muſt proceed from you. 
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Mr. Cibber. 


+ 2 PM Pfei, 
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Tallybiu Herald, Mr. Havard, 
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ACTI SCENE'Y” 


Clytemneſtra fitting in a diſconſolate Poſture, and 
ber Attendant, 
Srv er dl „ 
$ Attendant. W 
Wi 2114 : n 
Chtemneſtra ! O my royal Miſtr ef! 
Can then no Comfort ſooth your Woes a while? 
Eber ſince that flaming Signal of ſackt Troy, 
That Signal fix'd and proniis'd by the K ing, 
Was ſeen ſome Nights ago, nor Food has paſs d. rc 
Your loathing Lips, nor Sleep has bleſs d your Eyes. 
Or if, perhaps, a tranſient Slumber huſn'd 


Your Sighs a moment,, and in'd your Tears; _ 
Se 80 Nad l hats cem, 2 2 
Of Guilt, Egi/thus, Troy nd\Apawmemnon. 
Sure, *tis too much, my Queen, | 

Cht. Away! away 
Since my loſt State admits of no Relief, 
To that ſad Comfort of the Wretched leave me, 
To yield me to my Sorrows. 
A4 


N 


4 - 


) 


— EN. 


aged. ume O0 feRLA 
My tender Care from Life's firſt opening Bud!ſjſ! 
My Jeyt: my Glory ! hear your faithful Servant. 
And let me add your Friend In Reaſon's Rye, 
That never judges on a partial Vieg I oe vide 1 A 
Far leſs than your Misfortune is your Guilt, —/: 1; 77 | 
Your Guilt--- Forgive me, tis too harſh a Word. 
For hat deſerves Compaſſion more than Blame 
I know the treacherous ways by which you ſunk, * 
From pleaſing Peace, to theſe unhappy W | 


This anxious Dumult.— | uo a2 
Cht. Hide me from the View ! | 9116/7 NO 
All eee | 4b. 4 00 
Att: Allows me. {219070 ging 10 


To plead your. injar'd Cauſe again yourſelf; ; © V7 i502 
When Agamemnas led the Greeks to Th 
And left you, Madam, for the Pomp of War; ins 
Left you the Pride of Greecr, in full blown Beauty, 
The kindeſt Mother, and the fondeſt Wiſmmqm 
If Fame ſays true, for Trejan Captives left you — 

Bat that apart How did he leave you, ſay d A 

Afflicted, outrag' d, as a Queen and Mother. 
Betray d to Awſis with your firſt-· born Hope. 19 
The ein teene under Feint » 4 /rgem N. 1 


Of her immediate Marriage to abi; 1 
And there no ſooner at the 'wind-bound Feet 53 3 18 
Arriv'd, but you beheld her ſpotleſs Blood 15 I 0 
Stream on the ſully'd. Altar of Diana, 


The Price of Winds, of a dear-· purchas d Gl. W U 
To bear them on to 7 Thus piere 'd with Griff; 
Then fir'd by turns 1 almoſt to Vengenuce, A3 

At an ambitious eruel haughtyHuſtand d 
While all your Paſſions were together mix d, ¼½/ / 
And ready for a Change; vas you not ieſt 
In a ſubmiſſive ſoothing n 91549 (11 dv 
 Ordain'd your Partner in Derag. Rylg 30) 514 

O'fer Argos and Mycenz#, but to you 
* de eee ay „ 


Abe 10 g 


GAE N. NON 2 
Clytemneftra;' rag. Hund 
Alas! too usb Gone wah. 5 > 


Why did you leave me, barbarous : —— 3 5 00 
Why leave me weeping oer à murder d Daughter? 

Why helpleſs leave me to a troubled Mind rx 
Ah! why yourſelf betray me tog Lo r? 114 
What Arts Exil ud too well Pkiidwigo ned 291 4 
All that-ean ay: teal; or gaylyolammyo 1 e 10T 
The Heart of Woman Hende, dear fad Ideas 4 10 
Deſtroyers hence! And date you tempt me ſtill, I 
Perfidious Syrens ! in thut very moment 404 
When your falſe Charms have wreelai ay Renee forever? 
Oh, Nature! wherefore, Nature, are we form'd! +.) 

One Contradiction? the continual Sport. 0 0 UA 
Of fighting Powers? Oh! wherefore haſt thou ſo wa 

Such War within us, ſuch unequal Conflict, broſg oT 
Between flow Reaſon and impetuons Paton? nag WW 

Paſſion reſiſtleſs hurries us away 
Ere. lingering Ręaſon to our Aid can come, nN ad 
And to upbraid u then it only ſerves.. 


Tormentor, ceaſe 
ong yourſelf too l 


Att. Youwr 4 38) 
Think, Madam; how' for Yeats you baſtied Lore: i 
Nor could E giſibus, tho he touch d your — 28 
Tho' many a midnight Tear, and ſecret Siga, 
To me, and me alone, diſclos d the Fungs, nt 194 IE 
That dim'd your fading Cheek; yet could he not, 
With all his Arts, his Love, Submiſkon, Charms, 
O'ercome the ſtruggling Purpoſe of 8 7 
Till Me/i/ander, to u defer 7000 2 200 at] 
He baniſh'd from pourRBar. rl. 
Cht. Ah rain,! 1 £13; N 
Given to the Beafts:of Preys. aſides Pandit 
Ah periſh'd Friend/ ſerrne diredting Light, 
By Agamemnon left to guide my Councils; 
Whom every Science every Muſe adeon'd, * 11 
While the good heneft Heart enrich'd them dos £0 
Oh hadft thou ſtill remain d. then I, this Diy, N 15 
Had been as glorious as I now am wreteched / 
There 


4 
«2 


4: ACME MN ON. 
There breathes a felt Divinity in Virtue, 


In aſtaming 


generous, 
Whoſe very Silence ſpeaks: >and. which inſpires, 
Wi formal a Diſdain 0 IA 203 


Of mean injurious Vive Hut loſt with him, on 11 254 10 


With Mel. 8 „Pride, 7; bonne 18 TL 
Truth, ſound e eee 9 42 10 
I friondleſgo fret d pt unt and charnd 1m 


Was left alone with all · ſoducing Lo ::: df wigh 1 


Love to the: e blind, each ſaber Thought 11A dr 


Each Confſequetice-deſpiting; foorning allt b'19v02 12%9/1 
Save what it's aunleuchanting Drtams ſuggeſt. Hum T9 
What could I do ?—t\may1: Solf Metering, Guilt k'. [15 0 
I ſhould have thbight, when Honour ones is fully dy a 


Not 2 2 Fears can Va it clean: 20 F 
And that —— diffus Stain tb 1 AN 


O'er the proud Hehoue of a ,Nedded King SW A 
And o'er my Children's, my poor blameleſs ride — 
Whoſe Cheeks will kindle'at their Mother's Name: 
I ſhould have thought Would I could think no mored., A 
To think is Torture ! * 115 i woH W 
Att. What avails it, Madam m ewold I . N 
Che. O Meliſander! If the Dead ould;beat bis blod A 
J would invoke thy friendly Influenc&now\+y4 ci 0 
Would wiſh thee preſent in this Hour . Trqubhle, 2 wo) 
Perhaps there is in Wiſdom gentle Wiſdom, 
That knows our Frailttes, therefore can n 
Some healing Comfort for a guilty Mind, 3H „ va 
Some Power to darm it into Peace again 
And bid it ſmile anew with right Allens, ng olg baA 
No ! fruitleſs Waſti-+It-camn — hem cannot be l bel: 1 1d 10 
Egifthus, who may:heiitefo meLawyl i gn 5 
Dread of Diſchvrrypthatyworſt —— worn favs 
And my ou n conſcious/blbtted” Trang i % b'ro019 
Forbid Retreat! 5005 oi mog noi o m SH 
Att. Madam, belold the Ame 01 bog 301 10118 du A 
Who, then upon the Watch, 3 the Signal» 07 1102 
Of conquer d rh, and now attends v, tderat> = 10 


To — 7 a full Accoubt of uchut he dad als or woH 
SCENE 


Virtue, 1 aut) | 


TTY WF OCW T7 ons lk. A enn 


That painted, while you. flepty jour waking: 


A'GAMIEMINONSA 5, 


$1©:E NE. — — s earlzennrd v 

Clytemneſira, her Attendant,” and who al 
29119 Hu ff be Signal. Ane 4 NV 

Cht. Are you then ſure that you behald this Siga. 
Or was it not ſome Viſion of tlie Brain, noni am 0 
Nah. 1 
Or elſe perhaps ſome Meteor of ther Nighti / aul i 
Man. Madarti; 'T+oy doubtleſs diea o Heap of Ruin 1 

I faw the Signal of it's Fate diſtinctiy. f n fol e 
The Night was dark and ſtill. A heavier Gloom 3) yo. T 
Neer cover'd Earth.” In low'ring Clouds, the; Stam, doe 
Were muffled deep; and not one Ray, below. 31:14 9162 
O'er all Melua glimmer'd/ or around it. 0 
When ſtrait, at fartheſt Eaſt, a ruddy, Light! nt bluod? 1 
Sprung up, and, wide-encreafing, roll d ang 10/1 
By turns diminiſh'd; and by turns renew, 10't 50 11; - ban 
A Wave of Fire: at laſt; it flam'd confels'd, I 22 O 
From Iſſe to Iſle; and beachy Point to Point: 
Till the lat Blaze ut Nauplia ended, plain. + (3 31d 7 


A glorious Sight! and as a Greek rejoic'd me. ved biyad) I 
Chr. How fits the Wind? % Ain of 
Man. It blows from Troy, directe: 

A bold and ſteady/ Gale: -- ess O M 
Chr. "Tis well Retire. 31 e uo 


Your Care aud faithſub Pains ſhall be rewarded. eltive blu 
meg © ENCE HI. 1 
ra, Ber Aist. 1A 38d ( 
Chr. He comes] he comes {the hapleſs Vichor comes 0 
Even now his trophy d Veſſel ſtreaks the Main, 
And ploughs the Billows with triumphant Pro- 
Or, by glad Crouds teceiv'd, perhaps, he huis 97 
His native Shore; and preſſes — to Shame. A 
Even now with Glory charg d, with Conqueſt eſt gay, 
Crown'd with the Laurels df ten famous 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful — 
And, after rugged Toils and perillous Wat, a! 
Soft to repoſe dim on the Myrtle Bed 7 
Of calm domeſtic Bliſs. Ho vain the Hopes A2 d 25 
How ſhort the Proſpect. oß believing — il liz Sig oh 


TH 4 02 


6 AGA MEM NON. 


I dare not lock before ine, date riot pakiit 0 _ mant 
The riſing Storm. Aken ** — 83 
Att. Behold anke Madam. ele mond 
9 dd te. u A 
e ' SCENE iy. Sores © 
avis 14. * Beih. af 218 * 
> Egiſthus, after ſome e, 2 1 J 


And is it thus, O Chtemnefira, 

That chat, m Hours, Danger, Lovers rer n bete 
Still coldly filent; ſtill the Look averted, 
Where not bne Softneſs glows ? While An , Fea . v: 


7 * 


Diſguſt and ſick Repentance, ſhifany, cl 13 | 
Your vary'd Cheek. "Tis plain, you ert. 115 RC 
Che. Oh that I never had! hare a 3 
Egi/. You never did. f , 10 A GA 


The Power to"wiſh'it proves you did not. 
Ch is. Hef ne er deſerv'd my Love, who'tares age it. 
% Nbt to faſpe&t it Weakneſs were gad Pa; 
Ne Nor only doubt; believe your Doubts. * ual 


ER Ido. AMY 
Che. You do! 4 0 
'E2if. Nay more, am of their Truth ava.” An 


Che. In baſe, inghatifal, an nge de hk, "= 
To tell me this. Urg e not too far, Eg. eh __ 20 1 
Urge not too far my el : ITS 0 11 91 


And bears no Inſult ; yet to you, at a we 
To you of all Mankind, I will be bold, 8 
As I had never err d, will be 2 Queen, 3 
The Blood of Yor, be Cen Mn. 

Egi/. Be temperate, Madam: I Have told _—_ Nig, 
But that Fam thy of y car Love. 

Chr. Curſe on chat Pride! which, with affeQcl 
Humility eonceals, © And am I then ſo vile, * a 
So loſt to Reaſon, « Honour; common Honour; OS.” wy 
As without Love, that all- compelling Fur, 94 ö 
Without debafiriy, thoughbtleft, blind, ind Love ; 14 
To bow me from the Height of Wl 90 e 
14 this low ſearft! Stare of coward Shame : 

Miſtake 


A ME MN, N. 

Miſtake me not I would not waſte c fl 
One paſling Word, e hs” b 2 ut: wh - i 
From Jealouſy's worſt Nage ; did not alas l. 11 5 
A kind of mournful Juſtice to my ſelf 
Tear from my ſwelling Heart-the mean Gb 
Ho art thou fallen! to what Diſhonour 8 
Unhappy Chtemneſtra ? | 

Egi/ Harſh Conſtruction ! 4 45 
And yet theſe Frowns delight, that. eee 

O more thou lovely! pen Fab f T3 Ib [| 4 
Since you then know the jealous Force of Love, % 
Forgive its tender Fears, its fond Offence; 5 bas uatiCT 
Offence I could not mean. 

Chr. Ill-fated the ! 


7 


1 D* EV 1u0Y 


| 399080 I: J 0 
Who mult fo of e J 9 
Egiſ. Nay rather caſt me from. you, 7 * 8 T 


Than thus upbraid me with fo fore d a SAN 03 
wo pena id where are now thoſe be 
Thoſe Looks of ſmiling Heaven, of radiant Swe 
That wak'd our Morn of Love? Within whoſe Spies, 
No Evil durſt approach, no Sadneſs dwell; _. * 
While the charm'd Gazer knew nor Fear nor Danger? 
And ſet they then at laſt in gloomy Qu Quarxels ?. ? 
Le uarrel. Why . 
Life is for 2 too ſhort, too precious Time: 20 9! 
Theſe Moments chiefly, N * 
That to the Brink of Rain ſcem to rall | 
Our mingled Fate, Even now= + 


Cht. 'Tis true! "Tis true! + bee. 
Alas | methinks, in every bajjow le. e 2x 
That ſhakes this Palace, Jgamemnos com. Ia 5 * 
Ves, yes, Egifbus, ſtill a Proof remains, N 
A matchleſs roof of Love, nem roy. N 
Glad will E rep, this regal Pomp a aſide, we | 
And, inſtant, with you ſeek ſome diſtant | 
Some gloomy Thyacien Dale, where piny Hambs 
May wrap us in impenetrable e Shade: 

There, there, the the coarſeſt Life, fed by hard rel. 
Will be luxurigus Eaſe to what I feel. aer 


To 1 Pang thak labpurs at wy-Hoart, 401 ol * 
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o8 A AM EN N ON. | 
And fires my. tingling: Faſſions into Anguiſni. wo 
Quield); let! fly," Erbe, fly this Moment! ah 

The dert may eine us, bind us down to Shame, 
Deteſted Same oo o naa toe in 50 bloed 

Egiſ. What | \Ghremneftra fly. to nnd) 9 
That is ieed tie Road direct to Shame, 19H. 
To Infamyiſdi vv : He who flies, 4% oA 
In WatsdriPeatey/! who his great Purpoſe yields, 4 
He is the only Villain of this World.. wi 
But he, whotabouts firin/and gains his Point, 
Be what it wills; who crotns him with Succeſs 3 00 
He is the Son e Fortune and of Fame, 
By thoſe admir d thoſe ſpecious Villains moſt. 
That elſe had. bellou d out Reproaeh againſt him. 

Beſides your NAuſband, your vain · glorious Huſband /\ 
Proud Aga mem, Whosten Years has warr d 21 
At Troy, to ſooùige your Siſter Helens Rape, 310 Mat) 
Dream you that he would not purſue our Flight, 
Tho! we took ſhelter in Cimmerian Shades 
And drag us back; the Scorn of hiſſing Grrecs, 
To then deſery'd, to true unpity d Same. 

Chr. Excuſe my weaker Heart. But howz Eg. but, 
How ffrall I bear an injurd Huſband's Eye >: 5154 ba 
The fierceſt Foe wears not a Looks fo dreadſul, „ L 
As does the Man we wrong 140 

Eg luladam, your F I * val 30 gu V 18 W 
Caſt a falſe Glare upon your troubled Renſong'>'i +2) wv 3) 
That blinds:itquite ———Aa injur d Huſband he? 
He wrong d! No, Ciytemniſtra never, never)jß / 
Can never wrong her Ty rant Agame mom, 015d V 
Tyrant of common Cre can never wreng v0 
The Man who leaves her tem tegardicfs: Ve 111g 0 
For the vain Honoars'of a feli War? n om 10 
Nay, who conſum'd thoſe Yeari; if Fame ſpeaks true! 
In nothing leſs than War; inſleacdt of iWary : o %% 
In ſhameful Squabbles with his nobler Friends, 

About their Captive Females, 0 training out, so 38d W \ 
An amorous Revel rather than a War, BL Q8191G ein d ( 
Far from his:Countty; 4Parmily: and Queen dy 21431 | 44 7 
7.0 can you wrong this Falſe one? Think of Aulis, 


How 


GAM EM N ON. 29 


How baſe 2 Pont-yoiliwashetgay'd 211 DA 
And what dire Nuptials waited chere —_— 
Think with What Price he bought his cruetTrophies:!” 
Behold the firſt born Bloſſom of your Vonth þ5#t512(l 
Your Ipbigenia, her mild Eyes dejectel, 1, \\y\ 
Her Cheek o'ercaſt with Fear, her Boſtum bare, wall 
An helpleſs, harmleſs uncomplaming Victim, mnifal ol 
Stab'd by lie; murderous Calchas hilt kur Father, nl 
Her unrelenting Father, te protectis!':'/ yino 5111 H. 
The Sacrifice, ſtands by. Behald, ſhe Heeds,, , od 119 
Pours the tich Stream ſhe dreu: from that fair Boſom, 
Falls like a drooping Flower untimely/ cut, 911 
And all to purchaſe far her Sires Impatience, 46 
From ſame ſtll Demon that bely d DHew, 51s 12d 1 
A rising Gale. The Gale begins tar, ( bis 
The Pendants —— when away he rn * b 
Gayly he goes ; and leaves à wretched Mother toil 1A 
* yy 'murder'd Child I yeDade eo: 
Of —— Spirit burns in Cꝙte mera! 10 


If ſhe ſtill lives to juſtice and to Natur, 44h bi 
Theſe, theſe are Wrongz, 1 call aloud- his. Venge- 
ad dance dos u 11555] „ VM Slo aA 


And —— ar Hands that boldly=—ſtart wor, Madam. 
That will wick Pride avenge you. n 9d T 
Che. Ha! what Hands? +16:47 54 ng , 290b (A 
What Vengeance, ſay ? Toueh not o wild a String: 
It wakes new Miſcurd in my jarring Soul.. 
To the juſt. odo not us, pertaineth Vengeane. 
I cannot, will not, er conſent to Gods! 
Where roves my Tongue Nou did Tagge 
You did not mean ĩt ſurer - Oh ſpares. Egiſthus,) 36 
In pity ſpare my laſt Remains of Virtnenßnb * + 
Oh make me not Recoveryovided oo! nw dt 19 
A Horror to-myſelf i: How wretched they, * A 
Who feel, yet cannot ſa ten their dying Virtue!! 
n 10117 addon id 1 22 bee 
What means ; this Tranſport of the madning People? 
Oh my preſaging Heart Save me ain 
Ah! little ; their Joy diſtracta me G1 8 
Auk to A! 5 oo tet ela uo YO} 882 bat. 
woll Egif. 


10 x A A MEM NON. 
-Egiſ. So this Way—Reſume your Temper, 
* ay your __ 


But ſuch rejoicing Qeads around him throng, 

As makes his Ti flow. Juſt now arriv'd, + 
Talthybizs brings the News, nn 

| Chr: n him hither. ff | 


Now muſt I — 1" 

Down, Ribbon ing alba Bilkmedkiles ; 4 

Yes learn to ſmile, tho? Sorrow wrap thee round ; - 

Learn to be Friends with Baſeneſs.——Sec- how gay 

This Herald ſtrides along! Miſtaken Man | 
SCENE VI. 

3 Takbybius, vith forme Grecian Soldiers 

 that- attend, him. 


How fares the King ? - 
Tal. Madam, the Kin 
Health, Happineſs and 
His Heart, impatient to confer wi yours, 
Sends me before him with its warmeſt Wiſhes, 
Its warmeſt Gratulations. Tell, he ſaid, 
Go tell my Chtomne Irs; that the Thoughts 
© Of meeting her a dearer Joy N 
Than Conqueſt ever — oven tediqus feers — 
«© My People's Love, that loſes me a Moment. 5 4 
This Crown Wel e eee 
Of Hecuba, of Prian's lefty Queen, - 
He prays you to accept | 
Chr. There, fetitdown. _ 
I own, Talthybiur, the ſoft Moiſture fills | 
3 „while on the ſudden Turns - 
Fate I think, on Fortane's fad Reverſe, 
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Not three full Days. Is all the Fleet — 
Which bore the King: the reſt are ſcatter d wide. 


" 4G AWEMNON. ir 
In Height of Bliſs, ——— Wn” 
But ſure your Voyage Ras been wond'rous q — 

ith 


lngle Ship, © 


Tal. No, Madam; none, except this 


When to the joyous Breeze we ſpread our Sails, 
And left that Bay, where Simi and Scamandersr © 
Mix with the rapid He/l:/pont ; while Troy, | 
Or what was Troy, yet wreathing Smoak to Heaven, 
And 1da's woody Top, receding, ſunk 
Beneath the trembling Main ; the Sky was fair ; 
And, wing'd our Courſe with lender Airs, we ſail'd, 
Till Night, in goodly Company, along. 2 
But ſtrait, '4 Evening ſell, the flattering Gale, 
Encreaſing gradual, from the red North-Eaſt, 

Blew ſtiff and fierce. At laſt the Tempeſt howl'd. 
Next Morning, nought but angry Seas and Skies | 
Appear'd, round. Mean time, right on, 
Our ſtros d Veſſel drove before the Hlaſt, 
Ty 1 its Fury, gave us 
quick auſpicious Voyage. Safe, we paſs'd 

Thc 204 Iſles, that, o'er the — Deep, 

Scem d then to float amidſt the mingling Storm. 
Only at one, with much ado, we touch'd, 
Nor without riſque. 

Chet." And why? | 

Tal. Madam, compell d 
By ſacred Pity. On the foaming Beach, 
A miſerable Figure beck'ning ſtood, 
Horrid and wild, with Famine worn away. 
His plaintive Voice, half by the murmuring Surge 
Abſorpt, juſt reach'd our Ears. In Greek he call d, 
And ſtrong adjur'd us by the gentle Gods, | 
That make the Wretched their pecultar Care, 
To bear him thence, from ſavage Solitude, 
Into the chearful Haunts of Man a 

Che. What? Of Condition look'd He? 

Tal. So he ſeenfd; 


Tho dine\d by helplet c Like. 
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The King regards him much Forgive me, Madam; 
I ſee the — Image but rer 

You generous Soul. 

| Che. I thank you, good Talthybias ; 

And from the King himſelf will learn the reſt. 

This Ring, on which a Victory is cary'd, 

With curious Art, befits the News you bring: 


I ITS es and, Soldiers, yours, 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Chtemneſtra, Attendant. 


Chtemneſtra. 
Rriv'd ſo ſoon! — I am not half prepar'd : 
My Features all are ſunk with conſcious Shame; 
My Eyes are yet too tender to diſſemble. 


Att. Madam, be firm. Wipe off theſe gloomy Tears, 


In which too plain is read your troubled Soul. 
Juſt now the Trumpet ſpoke the King's Approach, 
Chr. 'Tis come, at laſt, the trying Hour is come ! 
Oh that my Heart were hard, and Features falſe | — 
Again theſe Trumpets ſwell. — 
Att. A moment, Madam, 
A moment will betray you. 
Cht. Open Earth, | 
And ſwallow up my Shame! — What can I do? 
Where look? what ſay ? Confuſion ! Torture 
Att. Madam— 


Chr. Ah, Coward that I am! Was there no Dagger, 


To ſave this ten- fold Death ? 
Att.- Hark ! loud and near, 


The Triumph comes, 


Cht. Well. give me Breath 


Endeawouring to compoſe her Aua. | 


Aga. behind the Scenes. 
A Moment, 


Leave me, my Friends. 

Chr. Ha! heard you not his Voice? 
Yes, yes, tis he! Go, bring my Children hither : 
Wop may relieve me. 


—= 
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Att. O remember! 
Cht. Heavens 


AG AMEM NON. 1 


SCENE UI. 
Aganemmon, Chtemneſtra.. day d 
Aga. Where is my Life! my Love! my Chiemneſtra 
Soul. . 


O let me preſs Thee to my flutterin 


That is on wing to mix itſelf with thine! 
O thou for whom I live, for whom I conquer, 
Than Glory brighter! O my Chtemneftra ! 
Now, in this dear Embrace, I loſe the Toils 
Of ten Years War; Abſence, with all its Pains, 
Is by this charming Moment wip'd away. 
All-bounteous Gods ! Sure, never was a Heart 
So full, fo bleſt as mine.— * [diſovering her Diſorder, 
But whence, my Faireſt ! | FAY 
W hat means theſe Tears ? —Not Tears of happy Love, 
Such as F ſhed, —What means that clouded Look, 
Whoſe dowyncaſt Sweetneſs will not ſhine upon me? 
Why this cold Meeting ? Why unkindly damp'd 
My Ardor thus? Oh ſpeak, my Chtemneffra ! 
Cht. Forgive me, Aeamemnon ; but I cannot, 
Alas ! I cannot ſee your Face again, | 
Without reflecting where I ſaw you laſt. 
Aulis is preſent to my Eyes anew, 
The Ships, the Chiefs, the Guards, the bloody Calchat, 
All the dire Pomp of Sacrifice around : 
Anew my Daughter bleeds, baſely deceiy'd ! 
And when I ſee that awful Brow that, doom'd Her, 
Need Agamemnon wonder at my Tears? | 
Aa. Why will my Chtemneftra add new Stings 
To what here rankles hut too deep already? 
Ah! why impute to me the work of Fate? 
Lis not indulging private Inclination, 
The ſelfiſh Paſſions, that ſuſtains the World, 
And lends its Rulers Grace; no tis not thence = 
That Glory ſprings, and high immortal Deeds: 
The Public Good, the Good of others, ſtill, 
Muſt bear fond Nature down, in him who dares 
Aſpire to worthy Rule; imperious Honour 
dull o'er the moſt Diſtinguiſh'd lords it moſt, 
44, op B 2 Was 


Was it for me Let even your Paſſions judge . 
For Azamemnon was it, when ordain dd. 
By common Voice, the General of the Greek: ; 
While twenty Kings beneath 'my Banner march'd ; 
And while around me full-affembed Greece, 
Indignant, kindled at your Siſter's Rape, 

On her old native Foe demanding Vengeance, 

On faithleis Ha: Was it then for me, 

To quench this glorious Flame? And to refuſe | 

One Life to Thouſands, to thoſe generous Thouſands, 

That for my Honour, for the dearer Honour g 

Of Chtemneftra's Family, ſtood al! 

Prepar'd to die? If to the mingled Voice 

Of Honour, Duty, Glory, Public Good, 

Of the commanding Gods, I had been deaf ; 

And, in the feeble Father, poorly funk 
The Greek, the Chief, the Patriot and the King, 
Greater than King, the General of the Greeks ; 

Then you yourſelf, my Chtemneſtra's Self, 

Muſt (let her Heart avow the Truth) have ſcorn'd me. 

Nor think it was an eaſy Reſignation. 

Oh Chtemneftra ! Had you 2 within, 

What here within my tortur'd Boſom paſs'd ; 

To that my Battles ſince were only Sport. 

No, not the kindeſt Mother, bath'd in Tears, 

As o'er her agonizing Babe ſhe hangs, 

Feels what I ſuffer d then—You may remember— 

Again the Father melts'me at the Thought— 

You may remember how I hid my Face; 

Aſham'd to let the Greeks around behold 

The Tears, that misbecame their General's Cheeks. 

Then ceaſe to blame what rather merits Pity, 

I might add Praiſe. —He, who the Father's Heart 

More tender has than mine, too tender has it. 

I love my Children, as a Father ſhould ; 


Beſides, I love them from a ſofter Cauſe, 
I love my Chtemnefira. 


Chr. Had, alas! 
Had Agamemnom loy'd me, would He, nay, 
Could he have left me in the Rage of Grief, 
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AGAMEMNON, 
Dacphter yet freſh bleeding'in my Ag? 
An 49 Love ſurely muſt eg ark * 
In the wide Round of ten revolving Years, sg. 
Some way to ſee me, to prevent thele Sorrows— * 

Why was | thus abandon'd, ame _ -. 

Aea. Let me kiſs off theſe 


If ſhed by doubtihg Love, if ſhed for Abſence, _. 
Inſtead of theſe Reproaches, aſk me rather, 
How I that Abſence bore : and here all Words 
All Eloquence is dumb, to ſpeak the Pangs,. 
That lurk'd beneath the rugged Brow of War. 
When glaring Day was clos'd, and huſh'd the Camp. 
Oh ! then, amid ten thouſand other Cares, ' 
Thoſe ſtung the Keeneſt that reme ber'd The, 
That on my long-left Chtemnefira thought, « 
On what wild Seas and Moontatns lay between us. 
Chet. Unhappy Man f EI Mie 
Aga. What ſays my Chtemneftra?,,, « 
Chr. Unhappy Mortals ! by vain Words deceiv'd, . -- 
To their own Pride, to joyleſs Honour Slaves. 
Aga. He, he, alone, can claim a Right to Bliſs, 
Who has fulfill'd the Painful Taſk of Honour. 
Chr. But what avails a Right to yaniſh'd Blik ? 
Aga. Let me once more adjure thee, Chicmneftra, 
By every tender Name of Love adjure Thee, 
To loſe in kind Oblivion theſe our paſt— _ 
I would not calf them Quarrels—Ah ! there Ws, 
There was a Time I will indulge the Thought— 
When everlaſting Tranſport turn d our Souls, 
When joyn'd to vernal Life ;_ the Spring of Love 
Around us gayly blow'd ; and Heaven and Earth, 
All ſmiling Nature look'd delighted on. 
Yer, would my Chtemneſtra lend her Aid, 
I know a Paſſion ſtill more deeply charming 
Than fever'd Youth &er felt ; and that is Love, 
By long Experience mellow'd into Friendſhip. . 
How far beyond that froward Child of Fancy ! 
With Beauty pleas'd a while, anon diſguſted, 
Seeking ſome other Toy; how nobler far 
Is this bright Offspring of unchanging Reaſon, 
B 3 That 


That fonder grows with oc Charms 8 K 
It is not often, Chtemneſtra, thus, „„ 
That I ſubmit to double my Intreaties ; 
But, oh deſtroy not the collected Hopes 
Ot Life and Love! Oh make not Conqueſt hateful ! 15 
I fhall abhor it, if it coſt me thee, 
Coſt me thy Love. A Daughter was too much, 
And ten Years Abſence from my Chtemneſtra. 
Add not to theſe a Loſs I cannot bear, 
The Loſs of thee, thou lovelieſt of thy Sex 
And once the kindeft ! 
Cht. Oh! 
Ha. Turn not away; 
There is Wlenting Goodneſs in ay Look. 
Che. Alas! untimely F CS a / 
Too generous Agamemnon / you diſtreſs me. 
Would you were not ſo kind, ſo tender, now 
Or n&er had been ſo cruel! 
Aga. *Tis unjuſt 
To call me cruel. Fate, the Gods, our Fortune 
Were cruel to us both—What could I more | 
To ſooth our parting Woes, and eaſe my Abſence ? 
J left you Meliſander to adviſe you, 
Left you the wiſeſt, faithfulleſt and beſt— 
Oh whiſfp' ring Nature! Are not theſe my Children? 
SCENE III. 
Agamemnon, C htemneſtra, Elettra, Oraſtes. 
Age. My Daughter! my Eledra ! 
Elec. O my Father! 
Aga. Come to my Arms, my Boy! my * Ore/ees! 
In whom I live anew, my younger Self 
And thou, Electra, in thy opening Cheek 
J mark thy Mother's Bloom: even ſo ſhe looked. | 
Such the mild Light with which her Beauty dawn'd. | 
Oh thou ſoft Image of my Chtemne/iga ! | 
My other phigenia ! 4 
Elec. Oh my Fa 
My Joy! my Pride 8 Glory whom, in Dreams, 
CONLEY Hann 8 Fin Bat 
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AGAMEMNON. 17 
But ſtill unwelcome Morning, with a Tear. 
Wip'd out the dear Illuſion of the Night. 
And is it then no more a faithleſs Viſion ? 
Oh 'tis my Father I whoſe Departure hence, 
. And Iobigenia? Death I juſt remember. 
How glorious, Iphigenia, was thy Death! 
A Death I envy rather than lament.” 
Who would not die to gain immortal Fame, 
Deliver Greece and crown a Father's Glory ? 
Aga. Come to my Arms again, my nnn [ 
And Thou my Son ! O that thy tender Years 
Had ſuffer'd thee to ſhare our Toils at Troy f © 
"Tis War that forms the Prince: tis Hardſhip, Toil; 
"Tis ſleepleſs Nights, and never-reſting Days ; 
"Tis Pain, 'tis Danger, tis affronted Death ; * 
*Tis equal Fate for all, and changing Fortune; 
That rear the Mind to Glory, that inſpire NY 
The nobleft Virtues and the gentleſt Manners. © 
Where ſhall I find, to teach Thee theſe, Gn, 1 
Another Troy ? pate 
Orte /. How happy had I been! 
To have beheld what I muſt only hear. 
But I will hear it often, every Dayz 
Will learn you” Story, ſtudy your Exam 112 
Will try to mix your Virtues with your 
And not diſgrace the Laurel I inherit. 
My Boſom flutters with I know not what 
Forgive me, Sir, I am too young to ſay 1— 
But ſomething here I feel, which bids me hope 
That I ſhall not betray my Father's Honour, 
Aa. Son of my Soul !—Look here, my Chtemneftrat 
Look here and weep with Tenderneſs and Tranſport!” 51 
What is all taſteleſs Luxury to this? | 
To theſe beſt Joys, which holy Love beftows ? 
O Nature! Parent Nature] Thou, alone, 2 
Art the beſt Judge of what can make us happy! 73 
Enter an Officer belonging to the Court. g 
Off. Egiſthus, Sir, attends. , 
Aga. Go, bid him enter. 
Retire, my Chiemneſtra, my dear Children: 
B 4 We 
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He little ev uae ew him in the Snare 
Of Meliſander, whom, in my return, 

I from that deſart Hland chanc'd to fave, 

To which the Ruffian 
9 E N E V. 


. 
Egift. Health to amen 
And Happineſs reſponſive to 1 
Aga. Coulin, I greet you well. 

Egift. Forgive me, Sir, 
You have ſurpriz'd us with this quick Rem: 
For by that Signal, whoſe illuſtrjous Flame 
Reo n hope ou Preſence 4 
'Th ys or Ver t | 
We only with that Joy, that ranſport, 1 | 
Which ſwell each Grecian Boſom, = receive you, 
And truly yu ol ty Ic 4 | 
Of that beſt Triump ity, Country, 
Is in a gay triumphant 2 toſt. 
I ſcarce could preſs along. The Trumpet's Voice 
Is loſt in loud repeated 8 owe, that raiſe . 8 
Your Name to Heaven. Raging: E below, 
Ake to behold the Conqueror of 7. 2 

Aa. The nobleſt Praiſe that ute my Tar, 
The ſweeteſt Muſic, is my People's Joy. . 
But ſure your Tongs. has done it am op ſie ; 
Truſt me, 24 a Deſcription 
I have not ſo muck. ouliging Speech 
Theſe many Years. 

Egiſ. Miſconſtrue not my Zeal : 
On the full Heart obedient Language waits. 
I feel ſo deep your Glory Agamemnon, 
As mingles with m > Joy a _ Paſſion, 
That — Envy. O ye Gods! bx. 
Has, while I liyd, SW Fug moſt reno d 
100 Which 
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Which any Age e'er ſaw, or ſhall again 
Be ſeen; a War, whoſe never-dying Fame 
Will cover Earth, — Tens." 
Has ſuch a War adorn'd my Days, and 1 f 
Not ſhar'd its Glory ? Pining here, unknown, 
In nameleſs Peace how have I loſt my Life ! | 

Aga. This Ardor is the Mode. But know, n 
That ruling a free People well in Peace, 
Without or yielding or uſurping Power; 
Maintaining firm the Honour of the Laws, 
Yet ſometimes ſoftening their too rigid Doom, 
As Mercy may require z ſteering the State, | - 
'Thro' factious Storms, or the more dangerous Calas 
Of Peace, by long Continuance grown corrupt; 
Beſides the fair Con which Fortune opens, 
To the mild Glories of protected Arts, 
Jo Bounty, to Beneficence, to Deeds 
That give the Gods themſelves their brighteſt Beams: 
Yes, know, that theſe are, in true Glory, n 
If not ſuperior, to deluding Conquaſt: 
Nor leſs demand they Conduct, . Care, 
And perſevering Toil. 

Egif. Say thankleſs Toil, | 
Harſh and unpleaſing; that, inſtead of Praiſe 
And due Reward, meets oftner Scorn, Reproach, 
Fierce Oppoſition to the cleareſt Meaſures ; - 
Injuſtice, Baniſhment, or Death itſelf: - 
Such is the Nature of malignant Man. 
Not ſo the Victor's Meed: Him all approve, 
Him all admire. 

Aga. Yet tho' a toilſome Taſk, 
Tho' an ungrateful Labour oft to rule; 
Au ſo hardly of Mankind, Zgi/thus, 

ume to Truth, Wiſdom, Courage, My 
1 my to the Public Good 
A conſtant Tenor of welk-laid 216: a1 
Theſe muſt be awful in the worſt of Times, 591-3 
Be amiable, dear; while Worth, at laſt nf SA 
Will light up Worth, and Virtus kindle Victue. 
85 wy hovers ee EI TR Wale dl. 
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TIS aegis, Sal 
By Meliſander. * f 

Eei/. Would to Heaven 1 had 1 | i 

Aga. You much amaze me. ——lIs not Meliſander- 
Wiſe, juſt and faithful ? 

Egiſ. Sir, I own 
He wore a ſpecious Maſk 

Aga. Beware, Egiſthus; 

I know his ſtedfaſt Worth, and will not bi 
The fartheſt Hint that ſtains the Man I love. 

Egiſ. Then urg'd by Truth, and in my own Defence, 

I boldly will aſſert him, Aamemnon, 

To be more apt to trouble and embroil, 

Than ſerve a State. A certain ſtubborn Virtue, 

I would fay Affectation of blunt Virtue, 
Beneath whoſe Outſide Froth, fermenting, lay 
Pride, Envy, Faction, Turbulence of Soul, | 
And Democratic Views, in ſome Sort, wade him 
A ſecret Traitor, equally unfit 

Or to obey or rule. But that I check d 

His early Treaſons, here, at your Return, 

You might have found your Kingdom a Republic. 

Ha. O I ſhall loſe all Patience! 
You do well, 

To give your Accuſation open Speech. 
Meantime, remember, you muſt fully prove it, 
You muſt !——And he who Meliſander proves 
The Wretch you have deſcrib'd, proves Man is vain, 
And ſaps the — Foundations of all Truſt. 
_ know he would not patiently look on, 
And ſuffer ill Deſigns to gather Strength, 
Awaiting gentle Seaſons ; yes, I know, 
He had a troubleſome old-faſhion'd Way, 
Of ſhocking courtly Ears with horrid Truth. 
He was no civil Ruffian: none of thoſe, F 
Who lye with twifted Looks, betray with Shrugs — 
I wax too warm But he was none of thoſe, 
Is none of thoſe duſt-licking, reptile, cloſe, 
Infinuating, ſpeckled, ſmooth „ el 11 
That make it ſo unſafe, \cbiefly for King 
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To walk this weedy World Pardon my Heat 
I wander from the Purpoſe——You, Egiſthas,  - ö 
Muſt prove your Charge, to n Face 
Muſt prove it. | 
E gi. Surely Since the Princely Faith 

Of your own Blood you doubt 

Aa. Friendſhip and Truth 
Are more a kin to me than Blood. 

Egiſ. You ſhall, 
You Shall have Proof ; but to his Face you cannot. 

Aga. But to his Face I will I cannot! why ? 

Egi/. He wanders far from hence, rn 
For when I found him an undoubted Traitor, 
Tho? he the heavieſt, Puniſhment deſery'd, 
Yet in regard to that Eſteem, which, once, 
You deign'd to bear him, Baniſhment alone | 
Was all I did inflit. 1 jo(d'Þ 

Aa. I thank you, Sir — 
O you are wond'rous good nt tell wry how, 

How durſt you meddle in the Sphere aſſign | 
To Cht:mneſtra? He was left to Her; | 
To be her Counſellor I left my Friend, 
Left Meliſander; Left a Man, whom long, 
Whom well I knew ; perhaps, to check you, left him : 
And you pretend, you| But I will be — 7 
Theſe Paſſions in a King to his Inferiors, 
Who cannot anſwer equal, are not comely. 
Forgive my Tranſpott A more quiet Hour 
Shall ſift this Matter to the Bottom, ſhall 
Do Meliſander or Egiſthus Juſtice. 
SCENE V. 

Egiſ. Now go thy Way, weak open - hearted ue. 
Thus to declare the Ruin thou intendeſt. 
Go, rate thy Trojan Slaves; and elſewhere practiſe 
This Inſolence of Camps. Tame, as I ſeem, 
Submiſlive, mild, and patient of thy Threats, | 
Vet, ere to-morrow's Sun beholds Mycene, 
My ſure-aim'd Blow ſhall pierce thy ſwelling Heart. 
And cool this Tyrant's Fever in thy Veins. 
Were not our Blood our Kindred Blood at variance, 
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And therefore barmig with immortal Hate: | 
Had not thy Father Arcus, at a Banquet, | 
A dreadful Banquet! from whoſe Sight the Sun 
Turn'd back echps'd, ferv'd—Moyftrous !—up to mine, 
To his own Brother, to the pale Thyeftes, it 

His murder'd Sons: didft thou not wear a Crown 

Then by thy Father raviſh'd from our Line, 

Mycenæ s Crown, which he unjuſtly ſeiz'd, 

And added to his own, to that of Argos : 7 
Had I not flain'd thy Bed with Chtemneftra : . | 
Tho Safety did not urge, and Self-defence ; | 
Yet this vile Treatment fit for Slaves ; | | | 
Thanks to thy Fury ! this has fix'd thy Doom. | 
Some fooliſh Seruples, that ſtill hung about me, | | 
Are by this Tempeſt blown away * | 

Bat Chrtemmeſtra comes. How ſhall I calm 9 | 

Her troubled Mind? Pn, 
SCEN 


Chr. Here let me kneel, hs ns fas gl thy Knees , 
Here let me grow tilt my Requeſt be gran 
Now is the very Criſis of my Fate. 

Egi/. What Sight is this F fee ? Riſe, — 

Thou faireſt moſt majeſtic of thy Sex ! 

It miſbecomes thee much this fuppliafit Poſture. 

O there is nothing, nothing, fure, which you | 
Need ſtoop to aſk # „and command it, Madam. 

Cht. Then let us enceforth be, ING 
Had never been betwixt vs. 

Egi/. Ceaſe to love thee ! | rn 
What wild Demand! Impoffible Even now, | 
Endear'd by Danger, by eſs endear'd, [ 
I for thee feel a fonder - ts than er 
J felt before. 

Cht. No! theſe deluding Words - 

Can charm no longer ; their Enchantment flies; 
And in my Breaſt the guilty Paſſions jar, 

Unkind, unjoyous, unharmonious all. . 
Ah me! from real Ha meſs we ftray, _ 
| By Vice bewilder'd ; ie, which IR bende, 
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However fair at firſt, to Wilds of Woe. u 
Egi. Ah! Chiemneſtra didſt thou love— 

+ Che. No mare! 

Seduce my Soul no more Here will I ftop— " 
Beyond this Line tis Miſery, tis Madneſs, 

The Furies flaſh their Torches, Vultures tear, * 
The mingled Tortures of the Damn d await me. 
Oh! if your Paſſion be not meerly ſelfiſh, 

If the leaſt Tenderneſs for me you feel, 
Drive me no farther down the Galphot Woe! 
To Happineſs I bid a laſt Farewell; 
I aſk not Happineſs ; no, that 1 leave 
To Innocence and Virtue ; Peace, alone, 
Some poor Remains of Peace is all I ask, 
Not to be greatly wretched, plung'd in Horrors! 
And yetr who knows, the heavenly 8 3 
Beneath theſe Embers, yet may { anew S 
Its chearful Luſtre All may yet be well 
For Agamemnon was ſo kind, fo 
With ſuch a holy tender Flame he dur d. 
As might have kindled in 2 barbarous Breaft 
Humanity and Virtue. | 
Egiſ. All Pretence. 
I gueſs his Aim; I penetrate his Purpoſe. 

On you he laviſh'd Fondneſs, while on me _ 

He lowr'd Deſtruction. Doubtleſs, with his Ear, 

Some Villain has been buſy ; and he means 
Firſt todivide us, then, with greater Eaſe, 

To ruin both.—And can you then be capght, 
Caught with theſe common proſtituted Speeches, 

That oft have ficken'd on the glowing Lap 

Of many a Trojan Slave? Chryſeis had them ; 

Briſeis too: and now Caſſandra, the, 


Who, liker a triumphant ki than 9 
Is every hour expected 


Cit. What Caſſandrat 

Egi/. O it imports you little what Cofſendre 7 
Thus poorly, tame you ne'er will want Cafſendra's. 
What is become of Chtemne/tre's Spirit. 
That ſhe can thus forget her high Deſcent, 


Forget 


% 


„ AGE MON, | 


Forget her Rank, her Honour, nay forget 13 


Tk , 


Her Injuries?” © 
Che. But what Caflandra, fay ? 


Egęiſ. Why Priam's Daughter, the prophetic Princeſs, - 


The proud, the young, the beautiful Caſſandra: 
So vain of Heart, ſhe dreamt Apollo lov'd her, 
And, on her plighted Faith to crown his Love, 

Beſtow'd the Gift of Prophecy ; the Gift * 
In her Poſſeſſion, ſhe deceiv'd the God; 
Whence he, -provok'd, with this Condition Caſh'd it, 
Of never gaining ling Credle. So the Tale, 
The Fable runs Vet, on my Soul, 1 think, | 
Did ſhe give out, ſhe ſhould be Queen of kun. 
She were indeed a Propheteſs. 
Cht. Tis well. 
You mean it for an Inſult this, you do. 
What elſe could tempt you to deride me, Sir, 
With ſuch Extravagance ? 
Egiſ. Miſtake me not, 
F mean it, Madam, for a ſerious Truth, 
1 mean it for a Certainty, if thus 3 
You droop, unnery'd with theſe dejecting Fears. 
Cht. Caſſandra Queen of Argos! 
Epiſ. Yes, of Argos; 
While Cotemneſtra in a Priſon pines ; 
Where ſhe may weep, and moralize at leiſure. 
Cht. By Heavens ! ſhe viſits firſt her Father's Shade! 


Exif. There ſhone your native Self. Let bright Revenge, 


J ſhould fay Juſtice, diſſipate theſe Clouds, 
Theſe melancholy Whims of ill-judg'd V irtue, 
And ſhow you burning with your former Luftre. 
Madam, our Fates are blended : know, we ſtand 
Or fall together. Shame, Contempt and Ruin, 
Or Safety, Love and Glory, is our Choice. 
And need we doubt a Moment ? 

Cht. But, Egifthus— 

Egiſ. I know the Purpoſe of thy pleading Eye. 
Of that hereafter-—We ſhall meet again | 
My Preſence now is wanted in the City. 


* 


Fear 


"YG RP a 


fry oc bd tf fad A». fd &@ 4a a _©O2i4 


AGAMEMN ON. | 28 


Fear nothing Thou ſhalt know before we act, 'F 
Thou, for whoſe ſake alone I act and live! ny * 


8 


** — ud. 8 2 — 


ACT Il SCENE I. 


Arcas, Meliſander. 


Arc. ND have I found my long loſt Friend again? 
My Meli/ander ! But fo chang'd your Look, 
So fickly'd with a kind of thoughtful Sadneſs, - 
So ſunk each Feature, by ſeven drooping Years 
Spent in that deſart Iſle, as baffled quite 
My wandering Recollection. | EY 
Mel. True, dear Arca. 4 
For what a helpleſs Creature, by himſelf, 
Is the proud Lord of this inferior World, 
Vain feeble Man / The Commeners of Nature, 
Each Wing that flits along the ſpacious Sky, 
Is leſs dependant than their boaſted Maſter. 
Hail ſocial Lite! into thy pleaſing Bounds 
Again I come, to pay the common Stock 
My Share of Service ; and, in glad Return, 
To taſte thy Comforts, thy protected Joys. 
Arc. O greatly welcome ! You deſerve them well, 
You well deſerve the ſocial Life you poliſh. 
Still on my thought your ſtrange Delivery dwells. 
By Agamemnon left to aid the Queen, 
With faithful Confiſel, while he warr'd at Troy; 
And thus by 4gamemmon to be fav'd, 
Returning from that Conqueſt ! Wondrous Chance ! 
Or rather wondrous Conduct of the Gods 
By Mortals, from their Blindneſs, Chance miſnam' d. | 
Mean time, inſtruct me, while the King repoſes, | 
How was you ſnatch'd away ? And how, ſo long, 
Could you this dreadful Solitude ſupport ? | 
burn to know the whole, 


4 


| 
| 
| 
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While ſunk i in — the p Lay, - - 
Some midnight Ruffiam ruſh'd into my Chamb my 
Sent by Egifhbus, who my Preſence deem'd  _ 
| Obſtroftive (fo I ſolve wy to his Views 3 
Black Views I fear, as you perhaps may know. 
Sudden they ſeiz'd, and muffled up in Darkneſs, 
Strait bore me to the Sea, whoſe inſtant Prey 
I did conclude my ſelf, when firſt; around 
The Ship unmoar d, I heard the chiding Wave. 
But theſe fell Tools of cruel Power, it ſeems, 
Had orders in a ono me; 
There hopeleſs eſs, comfortleſs, to prove 
The utmoſt jo os — of Death. 
Thus Malice often bverſhoots it ſelf, 
And ſome un Accident betrays 
The Man of Blood. Next · Ni 1 TIM Night! 
Cait on the wildeſt of the 8. IAAes, ] 
Where never human Foot had mark d the Shore, 
Theſe Ruffians left me Vet, believe me Arcas, 
Such is the rooted Love we bear Mankind. 
All Ruffians as they were, I never heard 
A Sound ſo diſmal as their parting Oars.— = 
Then horrid Silence follow'd, broke alone | 
By the low Murmurs of the reſtleſs Deep, 
Mixt with the doubtful Breeze, that now and then 
Sigh'd thro the mournful Woods. Beneath a Shade 
J fat me down, more heavily opprels'd, 
More deſolate at Heart, * eer I felt 
Before. When Philomela, der my Head, 

to tune her melancholy Strain, 
As piteous of my Woes ; till by degrees, 
The balmy Sleep on wounded Nature ſhed 
A kind but ſhort Relief. At early Morn, 
Wak'd by the Chaunt of Birds, I look'd around 
For uſual Objects: Objects found I none, 
Except befbre me ſtretch'd the toiling Main, A 
And Rocks and Woody,” in ſavage View, behind. I. 
Wrapt for a Moment in amaz d ſion, | 
My Thought turn'd giddy round; when, all at once, 


ey 3 3» rf wel OY Us .. . On, 


To 


ATGTA ME MAaNONN; * 

To Memory full my dire Condition ruſh d. ea | 
dee. Bur of each Comfar ach Convenience voidy 

How could "rut pants. peg Ft | 


The Southern Sea, and in whoſe IS Recels | 

Boil'd up a lovely Fountain, was my Home. 
Herbs were my Food, thoſe bleſſed Stores of nova,” 
Only when Winter, from my daily Search, 
Withdrew my verdant Meal; I'was oblig'd TORN 
In faithleſs Snares to ſeize; which truly griev'd 
My ſylvan Friends; that ne'er till then IN 
And therefore dreaded leſs the Tyrant Man. 
But theſe low Hardſbips ſcarce deſerve Regard: 
The Pangs, that ſharpeſt ſtung, were in my Minds. - 
There Deſolation reign'd ;; and there, wi Nn Hen 
From ſocial Life, I felt a conſtant Death. 13 4 
And yet theſe Pangs at laſt forgot to throb: 
What cannot lenient gentle Time perſdtm 
I eat my lonely Meal without a 5 
Nor figh'd to {ee the dreadful Night bp ls 
In my own Breaſt, a World DIY ſelf, -- 
In Streams, in Groves, in ſunny Hill —. Shade ; 
In all that blooms with vegetable Life, C 
Or joys with kindred animal Senſation. ; oy 
In the full-peopled Round of azure Heaven 1 648 
Where'er I, ſtudious, look'd, I found Companions; 
But, chief, the Muſes. lent their ſoſtning Aid. 
At their enchanting Voice | wy Sorrows 
Or learn'd to — ; while, thro' my troubled Heart, 
They breath'd the Soul of Harmony anew. 44 
This, of the great Community of Nature, 
A Denizen I liv'd ; and oft, in Hymns, 2% oth 
A rapturous Thought, even with the Gods conver: d, 
That not diſdain ſumetimes the Walks of Man. 

So paſs d the Time, when, lol within my Call, 
\\rriv'd the Ship, which Hope had often promis RS 
The Ship! O it ſurpaſs d my fondeſt — | 


Ker to imagine che en chat n. 
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As onthe Deck 1 Mee fav, i ˖·· 3 

All glorious with the Spoils of conquer'd Ty K 2146; 

Ye Gods! What Tranſport, what Amazement ws the! 

What Adoration of dee * Gu 291 
Expreſſion finks benea tient.” , 0 0 

| "uy Sweet Reward l 2177 3 
1 e 

Superior, ſcorns Deſpair. © „ ut 

Mel. This Theme, my Friend, tu 
Will better ſuit'a leiſurabſe Hour. Pa 
The high Concerns of Life now claim our Care, () 

I have already to the King imparted ' A 
Suſpicions of Egiſibus, and remain 0 3 
In this Diſguiſe, not to alarm his Guilt. 
Till it more full appear, and proper Steps 50 
To puniſh his Mifgovernment be taken. 

If he has ill Deſigns, you, Arcas, you | 
-Muſt, while you ſeem'd regardleſs, muſt have piere'd them. 
Your calm but keen Iniſpection, not diſturb'd 13 
By the vain Flutter of Htim'd Diſcourſe, 

Muſt reach the very Bottom of his Purpoſe. 
In you the King confides, of you demands, 
As of his beſt- u anten Mycence, 
The Truth,  - 
Arc. O, I have precious Truths in ſtore! 
And that beſt Treaſure will unlock before him 
Long has my ſilent Obſervation tra d 
Egiſthus, thro“ the doubling Maze of Treaſon, 
But now his ill Deſigns are too too plain, 
To all Mycenæ plain: and who, indeed, 
Who can have good ones, that corrupts a People? | 
It was, however, hard, a bitter Task! 
To wink at publick Villany ; to wipe 
Each honeſt Paſſion from my livid Face, | 
To bind my Hands, and ſeal my quiv'ring Lips, 
While my Heart burn'd with Rage, and e * 
A Storm of Indignation— 

Mel. Give it way !' © YT TENN 14 £ aA 
O *tis a glorious Luxury! gas 

or Years, beneath a Load of aa 

To have it off er HWP aſſert Tue 


r 
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The dear dear Freedom of a wirtuous Nint. 


Curſe on the Cow ard or perfidious Tongue. 
That dares not, even to Kings, avow.the Truth! 

Let Traitors wrap them in deluſive Incenſe, bo 
On Flattery Flattery heap, on Falſhood Falſhood : = 
Truth is the living liberal Breath of Heaven; 
That ſweeps theſe Fogs away, with all their Vermin. 
And, on my Soul, Agamemnon ,. ;. 
Deſerves ſome touch of Blame. i 
The Power of bleſſing or oppreſſing Millions, | 
Of doing or great Good or equal Miſchief, 

Even into doubtful Hands, is worſe than careleſs, 

Ye Gods, avert the Miſeries that hence - - 

On him and on his Family may fall 


But, ſee, the King. 
s CEN E it. 


| Agamemnon, Meliſa nder, Areas; | 
Aga. Nay, Arcas, to my. Boſom, ui, 
Come, let me proudly. take a faithful Heart 
Ars. Thrice welcome, Sir, to 4 Mime | 
To Virtue welcome! 
Aga. In my own Dominions, | 
I am a Stranger, Arcat. Ten full Years, 
Or even one Day, is Abſence for a King, 
Without ſome mighty Reaſon, much too long, 
For me, a juſt and memorable War, 
Whoſe Actions future Times perhaps may ſing, 
My own, my Brother's, and my People's Honour, 
With that of common Greece, muſt plead my Pardon, 
Now ſhall my Cares attend the Works of Peace: 
Calm Deeds, that glare not on the vulgar Eye; 
And yet it equal Courage oft demands, 
To quell Injuſtice, Riot, factious Rage, 
Dark-working blind Cabals and bold "Diſorder, 
As to confront the rigid Face of War, 
Then tell me, Arcas, for, till ſelf. inſorm'd, 
J mean to ſee with your diſcerning Eyes, | 
And ſure I am they never will miſlead me; 
Have I much Subject for this peaceful Courage? 
This Fortitude of State? 


; 
C3 c. 


SQ 


Arc. Tos much; e a | * 
Would to the Gods, D 1 
Could anſwer your Heroic Deeds abroad 
You, Joubtlels 1 — — rugged —_— War, Sp 
Have manly Hearts, un, : 
While we, alas! we rot in weedy Peace, 

In ſlothſul Riot, Luxury, Profufion, 
And every meanneſs to repair that Waſte— - 

I ſea che noble Blood, indagnant, mount, 

At this Relation, to my — — 

But, as Affains n 1 were 4 Traitor, 

If with a-fparing * the — T 

Aa. Immortal:Gods! — — 
Suſtain'da War at rey; — « 
With Cares inceſſant, Councils, 
Exploits of daring Brow, and fignal - -  *ooinw 
To cheriſh V in licentioons Ease? 
Have I thas ſquander'd vile on Phrygian Plaine, 

The braveſt Blood of Greece toſheler ſach ; 
And to affert their Honour who have none? 

It was not well, methought, when ney 
I in a deſart Iſtand pining found, 
Abandon'd there, by Cruelty: ſupreme ; t 
Methought it was not well. Foul is the State, 

And ill ſerment, when honeſt Eyes 

With Woods alone converſe, and rural Scenes. 
But what can this this gi bus, 
What can he, ſay, by fuch r 

Is it his native Bent? Or does he puſh 

Some dark Deſign, by theſe deteſted Means? — 

Arc. There is no Vice a Stranger to his Heart, | 
 Conceal'd beneath refin'd Diſſimulation; 
Diſſimulation, that on you your ſelf 
Impos'd. Meantime, Sir, his outragious Views 
Devour the Throne of Argos and Mycenæ. | 

Aga. Said you the Throne of een Ahe, 
Already have I loſt my nobleſt Throne, 

If he = robb'd me of my People's Virtues 
'Tis but vain Pomp, * Toy, Ane 
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As to my Throne? 


And al moſt praſps with Wu Heads yous abe 
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And dares he bear a ddy Looks'fo hin, (bake 
he Villain! ſure he dame not.” 
my W N nr Wo 


Arc. Nay more, 
Height, 


Aga. To touch it is Perdition! ee at Lale, 

Egiſtbus ſeize my Throne! 
Arc. So means the Traitor. 5 f 
Aga. That Creature of my Power | That inge! me 

By the warm Beams of my miſtaken Boumy -- + - 

Whom, when my Father's Vengeance ra d his Race, 

I ſav'd, tram'd-up, with Favours; ame | 

And truſted in his hands ar laſt a Jewel, 

Too precious for the faithleſs Heart of * 

O groſs, groſs Blindneſs---Half my Kangly Pow'r! ! 
Ay, there breaks out his Father's wacherows Blood 

There, therd, too late, I find the baſe Thyeftes !-- | 

Forgive me, -:4trews / Qh my royal Father 

Forgive my truſting thus the Seed of him, 

Of an abhor'd an execrable Brother, 0 

Who even profan'd thy Bed But, ere you Orb 

Shall from the purpled Ocean riſe again, | / FE] #1 

Oh injur'd Atreus ! by thy facred Shade 

I ſwear, to make for this'a full — : 7 UN W 
Is then this People, Arca, grown ſo vile, 5 

So very vile, that he dares entertain 

The ſmalleſt Hope to rival me in Empire 42D 

1 like not vaunting-—— Bart; ungrateful Peo = 

Can you prefer a nameleſs thing to me? 

Am I not rough with Scars on your area” 

And for the careful Love I always bore you, 

Your Father nam'd ? And yet prefer to me, 

One w ho ne' er ſaw the glorious Front of _ unn 

For nothing famous but corrupting Peace, Wy. 

And whoſe ſole Merit was my ill-j Jjudg'd rf 

Can you----away ! =— Diſhonour n ran he Thought 


How ſhould this be? 


Arc. Nos many, Sir, Rand d L ee 1h, $e 


On the deep Principles of reaſor'd View 


Whom Time nor ſteals, nor Paſſion bears away. 
C 3 Mankind, 


% d 00, | 
Mankind, in general, float along the Stream 
Of Cuſtom, good or bad; td wait : 
To that grows, by U =o 
And ftilencroaching Vice, whoſe firſt Regard - 
Gave Horror. Hence ten looſely govern'd Years © + | 
Have wrought ſuch ſtrange Events, that you £0 more K 
Behold your antient Argos and 'Mycene. We 
Theſe Cities now with Slaves and Villains ſwarm. 
At firſt Egi/thus, Popular and fair, 
All Smiles and Softneſs, as if each Man's F nend, 
By hidden Ways proceeded, mining Virtue: ' | 
He Pride, he os. he Luxury due; YN 
He taught them Wants, beyond their private Mende 
And ftrait, in Bounty's pleaſing Chains involy'd, | 
They grew his Slaves. Who cannot live on little, 
Or as his various Fortune ſhall permit, . 
Stands in the Market ready to be ſold. — 
Aa. O damn'ddetefied Traffick ! —But proceed, 
Arc. While the luxurious Fever thus ncreay'd, 
Still, in proportion as it gather d Rage, | 
He lent it Fewel ; and, more bold; diſclos'd 
His Noon. day Treaſon. | Murmurs went about, 
And ſpread at laſt into the common Talk, 
That you was proud, ſevete, beneath the Maſk 
Of holding firm the Helm of State, a Tyrant; 
That in vain Wars, which nought imported them, 
You ſpent their Treaſure, ſhed their nobleſt Blood; 
And that, Troy conquer'd once, to her rich Plains 
You meant from Argos to tranſplant your Empire. 
Mean time, in private, all, whom wild Debauch 
Has ſet adrift from every human Tie; | 4 
Whom Riot, Want, and conſcious Guilt inflame, 
Holding the Gods and Virtue in conteinpt, | 
Amidſt their Bowels; fuch are his Boſom-Friends : 
And, join'd to them, 4 meaner ruſſian Band, by 
Whoſe Trade is Murder, and whoſe Harveſt Crimes 
Hang in black Cloud around him; whence, I wad 
A ſudden Tempeſt is prepar d to burſt. ; 
This, Sir, from Buty and unſeigned cy"; 
I plain unfold : nor on my words * 
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I for them will ꝓroduce the ſtrongeſt Proof. 


Tis the fair Star that, ne'er into the Main 
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Believe theſe Accuſations ; clear as day, bio 8 K f 


4ea. I thank ther, 4ecas. Truth, cho! fomerimes e. 
In painful Luſtre, yet is always welcome, + | , 
Dear as the Light, that ſhows the lurking Rock : 


Deſcending, leads ys fafe. thro? ſtormy 3 
Gods ! how it tears me from each calmer Thought! 
To think this Traitor, that this double Traitor, 


This Traitor to my ſelf and to my. People. , 4 

Should by ſuch ſneaking ſuch unmanly Ways, 

Thus filch away. my Crown! —- ir 1 4 

Why ſtand I here ? One timely Deed | |, © 

Is worth ten Words. Come then, my 
Friends, 1 

Come and behold me ſeize and his Guards, 1 


His Coward Guards Guilt ever was a Coward 
This Rival: King, and with him crown my Triumph. 
Till then Trey .{moaks in vain, yo 12 
Cannot be ſaid to conquer. | wy 

Mel. Sir, Ea Monona | 

Aga. Of what beware? Where am I, ider: 
Am I not in Mycenæ ? in my Palace? . 

Are not theſe Crouds, that fiream along the Streets, 
My Subjects all? Of what ſhould I beware ONS &4 
Not ſeize a Traitor in my o/ n Dominion??? 
Yes I will ſeize him, Maliſanuer, will! 

Mel. What Grace to Kings fach generous Ardar gives? 
But tbo' brave Deeds he warm at firſt conceiv'd, 
Let the beſt Purpoſe cool, nor miſs your Blow. 
More firm and ſure the Hand of Courage ſtrikes, , 
When it obeys the watchful Eye of Caution. 
You hear from Arcas, Sir, what rufhan Bands [;. 
What ſecret Deaths, what Daggers lurk around: him: 
Be cautious then; for Vartue's, Glory's ſake? 
And, when you ſtrike, firike home. „ e IMs 

Aga. O for thoſe Greets !. | " oy 
That this rede Dy am fofing 60 the fes HATE 
Thoſe hardy Greeks, whom ten. Years War has lieeld ;. ; 
With Toils, * and with Death bauer 

4 


. 
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4 
Then ſhould Chaff before the Wind | 
L. por na re Petco ter: N. 
eee was, « 
d, on proud triumphant Vice engeance. 

ay "Fr l Lord, you cannot now exert 
5 a > 
Have patience, only, till you n 
And ſurely, ſeize him. 4 

Aga. Well, till then I will. 20910 ade? 
And, tho' not made of patient Viold, in Tha 1 100 
12 have Patience, will, dome: tedious Hours, burg 
epreſs my Vengeance — aa | 
Yes, I ike the Thought 4 1 
e may bee this Evening at che Banquet, 160 
there ſurpriz'd with eaſe——and ſhall 
For by th' eternal Gods that rule Mankind ! t 
The Sleep of Death alone ſhall ſeal theſe Eyes, 
OE PI epi, 1 

Oh Chremneſtra / to the publick, now, 


- Succeeds the private Pang At thought of Ther, 9 


New Rage new Vengeance ſhake my inmoſt Soul! 

Was my Belov'd, my „my Chtemneſtra, .: 

So long abandon'd in a r Fx 

Who it ſeems, no Limits, owns no Laws, 

Save thoſe one Vice impoſes on another ? 

And now the ſecret Cauſe, I fear is plain, 

Of that unuſual Damp, that ſtrange Deje&ion, 

Whigh clouded her at Meeting. Still the more 

J pour'd my Fondneſs, ſtill the more diſtrefs'd | 

She ſeem'd 5 and, turning from my — 

The copious Shower ſtole down her troubled Cheek ; 

As if ſhe pity'd theſe my blind Endearments, | 

And in her Breaſt ſome horrid. 2 — 

Should it be ſo-Confuſion !——Can I ſtoop 

Eyen to ſuppoſe it How from ſlight Miſtakes 

Great Evils ſpring! But the moſt fruitful Source 

Of every Evil O that I, in Thunder, 

Cong ſound it o'er the liſtning 3 
Is Delegating Power to wicked Hands. 
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— hon your Boſom: if I judge aright ——— 
Aa Meli ſander, no; I am not jealous ; 
In me that Paſion and, Contempt. were ane; 
No, 'tis her Situation gives me Hortor, 
Her dreadful Situation But of This 
Enough Then tell me, Areas, tell me truly; 1 
Are there a Few, ſay, do there yet remain N 
A Faithful Few ! to ſave the ſinking State ? 
Can you, ere Night, colle& an honeſt Band, 
A Band of ſuch as worthy are to reſcue 
Their King and Country from impending Fate ? 
Ah!] little thought I, that amidſt —— - io 
Emboſom'd ſweet in Peace, I, ex * 1 
Should &er have needed Guarda. ant alibi 
Arc. Ves, Sir, I know WW π . . 
A Band of generous Vouth, 9 ̊H Ws. 
Unbroken yet by Avarice and Meannefs, ods N H 
Fits for our Purpoſe: Theſe I can collect —— 
Aga. About it quickly, Arcar i loſe no timo: 
Go, bring me to the Banquet theſe brave Vouths: 
I long for their Acquaintance. Till that Hour, 
Domeſtick Cares and Joys demand my Preſence :.- 
The Father's Heart now bear m tony 2 
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Omebick Pleaſures ſpread their ——.—— min 3 
O for the Hour af Vengeance | Ly. | 

ut ſtalk about, the Shadow of a King. N 
Heard you from Arca. et N r 4 887 

Mel. Be patient, Gir. ee 
As yet the Time pamim not his Ret n in 
Arca, is ncalous ardent in your Servicſtfce. 
And will not fail his Duty. 
: Enter an rages ta the Cort. by 

Off. Sir, Caſſandra $4 Tf 
Is juſt arriv'd. l NAGA BL) <1 tl 14,629 £1 

Aga. Conduct the Princeſs. — 1 
— Danghter; Mehiſander, .. Ns 1 
Is a young Princeſs of engaging Beauty, N 
Nuis'd by Diſtreſs; of noble Senſe and Spirit ; 
But, by Poetic Viſions led 
She dreamt Apollo loy'd her, and the Gift 
Of Prophecy beſtow'd, to gain her Promiſe : 
The Gift once her's, the chaſtly-faithleſs Maid / 
Deceiv'd the God ; who therefore, in Revenge, 
Since he could not recal it, made it uſeleſs, 
For ever doom'd to meet with Diſregard. 
F'er-fince the lovely Viſionary raves, | 
With Dignity ; foretels the Fate of Nations ; 
+ Judging of the Future from the Paſt, 

as oft been wond'rous happy in her Gueſles, 
Some ſtrange ſome recent Inſtances of This, 
Confirm her in her venerable Madnels. 


NG ANN ο 3% 


Mel. Be not too raſh in judging, Acamemnon 3 
For we, blind Mortals, but a little know _ Wh 
Of boundleſs Nature——Hark l the Princeſs comes: 
I hear her Voice, I hear the Voice of Sorrow. 
„ 8 ENI. 
| Agamemnon, Meliſander, Caſſandra attended by Tj 
| Captives. 
Caſſandra, entering, 
O hoſtile Roofs! O hum / O my Country 
Aa. I cannot hne your Grief, unhappy Prisveht 
But, if it can relieve you, here be ſure 
| Of an Aſylum, fafe as Priam's Palace. © - I 
Caf. O ſweet Abode O Palace of my Fathers 904 
| My Heart bleeds Tranſport while I think of Thee z 
Think of the Days of Innocence and Joy, WS 
That fhone upon me there. How chang d, alas! 
Ah! what a Scene, when I beheld thee lait ! 3844 
Rage, _ and Flames, and Swi of Munder round 


The Sword of Pyrrbus, and a feeble Father! 6 
| Where was your Hector then? Where all his Sons? 
, O Priams numerous Race! what ate you now . A) + 
| Become? Ah me! the deſolating Gods | 
Have laid their Hands, their iron Hands, upon us. 


e. From Fel Mixfortnes, Prince, cur yous 


ye A 

Caf, 'Tis true, the future may full well ſuffices  - » 
TY avenging Siſters trace my Footſteps ſtill, | f 
The Hunters till purſue the trembling Doo. 1 
Where am II- Gods !—Black — Drops af B 
Run down the guilty Walls With the dun dis 
Of Night aſcending, lo! ſucceſſive Troops 4 
Of Trejan Ghoſts are flocking to the Banquet: 2 
Permitted by th' infernal Gods, they come, en 
To feaſt them with the Horrors of this Night, 
To ſnuff the Blood of Victims — Ha! tlie Car, * 
The gay triumphal Car, is turn'd at once, | 
Into a mournful Bier, that nods _ 


- 


I know, I feel your e 'but dae 1 
The Gods of 


Ves, I will ſhield thee, equal with Electra, 
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n ö e 


Hoa." Fair Cagi — n 87 4 
F 194 . 


Theſe Viſions form'd by gloomy- minded Graf, 

We will each Art each tender Art employ, ß, 

To ſooth your Sorrows, to reſtore your Peace. 

You come not to the proud unfeeling Race 

Of Yeſterday: we know the Turms of Fortune: 

Have drank the Cup, the an Cup, of W n 
1 111 8 5 tt 

That not lh, but afioderates the Mind: BR 201740 1 

Then fear not, Princeſs 3 let me call you — 

Vour? Treatment ſhaft be ſuch as atone, par is 

The Dignity of Woe, becomes the great 

The fair Unhappy. * Nought ſhall — Honour 


and Faith ; DAR et 48 
The Hymeneal Powers are honour'd here. © 


Wan an, lov'd Daughter, inzhy Friendſhip bleſt. 
"Caf, In pie; of -fwetling. Tears that") choak the 
Wa 


ay, * 
Of bitter Tears by big Remembrance ſhed, - 
Lon thy Goodneſs, thank Thee, r 
Mean time, in vain, are all thy generous Cares, 
On my account. The Gods of Death will, iter 
Extend o'er me their all: Wing. ft 
I ſhall not long, I ſhall not want Pri 
But, who, devoted Prince, will give it Ther "1 
Even while we talk the ſecret Wheels are turning, 
That lift the Vile, and lay the Mighty lo W-. 
I pity Thee, the Houſe of Pals pit: 
Forgive me, Trey: Pix . LL 
Btu 1. ne. 
Op. AMeſſenger from! 22 1 2 
Aga. Tis well. 61 | 


To my Aparcment lead bim—You, 1 mean while, 


— 


To Moli lifandey 
* Attend 


_ } 


2 


As ſuits Her to receive, and 


AGAMEMNON. 
Attend the Princeſs 3 grace 


SCENE HI. 


e 


39 


\ 


Caſſandra, Chorus of Trajan C 2 Meliſanders 
Moliſ. Fair, Princes, ſtop theſe Tears. Exert that beſt 
That Nobleſt Virtue, which can maſter Fortune, 


An equal Mind. 
Cal Not for my ſelf I weep! 
But, oh my dear Companions ! How go 


My. Boſom yearns! 
Cho. We have together livd | 
Together let, us die! | 
Ca. Together liv'd! "- 
At This ten thouſand Images —— a 
Ten thouſamd little Tendernefics throb. 


Che, O Days of Youth! O canto apa Untaught 


To weep, if Love not own'd the 


Caf. © Woods! O Fountains ! Sate Mens 
That lent us Flowers, the Prime of n 


To deck our Treſſes. 


Che. O the yellow Banks 
Of fair Scamander ! in whoſe filver Stream, 
We us'd to bathe, beneath the ſecret Shade. 

Caſ. O chearful da's airy Summits! where 

The Gods delight to dwell 

Cho. O filent Trey 
Whoſe Streets have often echo'd with our Song. 

Caf. O the loſt Labours of a ruin'd People 
O Country | Freedom! Friends! Relations! All. 
That gives or taſte or dignity to Life, | 
All all is gone, beyond recovery gone 

Cho. Then let us die! 

Caſ. For me, the Hunted Hart 
More fervent pants not for the cooling Stream, 
Than I to wrap me in the quiet Shades * 


Of Death. But, ah! my W far you 


feel it's keeneſt Anguiſh. 
Cho, Not for us. 


Feel not for us. What Comfort have we let ö 


\ 
* 


| F 


What 


to ACAMEMNO x. 
What Hope, what with in Life Ons healing Pang; 
And then we weep no more. 
Caf. Refreſhing Thought! 
And then from Bondage, Pain, from every Ill, 
For ever free, we theet our Friends aggin; | 
Our Parents, Brothers, Siſters, — 1 
Cho.” Then let us die! and ſullden be the Blow 
Caſ. The Gods aſſent.— Behold the kippy S! 
But, ah! there lies a ſtormy Sea betwixt ! kn 
Meli/. So ſings the plaining Nightingale her Woes, 
Caf. Ah, far unlike the Nightingale |—She fings, | 
- Unceaſing chro the balmy Nights of May's © 
She ſings from Love and Joy, while we alas! : 
* r rr in 4 


ca 0 direful Muſings Lead us from Corte 
SCENE IV. 

[h. Sweet Peace of Mind! whence Pleaſure borrows 
Daughter of Virtue! whither art thou fled ? (taſte, 
To what calm Cottage, to what blameleſs Shade, 
Far from theſe guilty Walls? O Walls! O Race! 
To Horrors doom'd . Before me gathers faſt 
A deepning Gloom, with unknown Terrors big.— 
Not quite unknown.—Gods ! what a dreadful 
Flaſh'd from Egiſtbus, when Iaaw him laſt! 
And to what deſperate Actions cannot Safety, 
Ambition, Love and Vengeance drive the Soul! 
Diſtraction lies that way yet, how eſcape ? 
Shame urges on behind, unpitying Shame, 
That worſt of Furies, whole fell Af; pect frights 
Each tender Feeling from the human Breaſt. 
Goodneſs it ſelf even turns in me to Gall, 
And ſerves alone to heighten my Deſpair. 
How kind was Agamemmon ! generous ! fond! 
How more than uſual mild! As if, on purpoſe, 
To give theſe Tortures their ſevereſt Sting. 
Happy! compared to this tormented State, 
Where Honour only lives, with-inward Laſh, 
To puniſh Guilt, happy the harden'd Wretch, 


* 


Wye be eps and who _ b 

Oh Horrid ! Horrid ! Oh flagitious Thought ! Ne 
How is it with — that can endure 

A Thought ſo dire My ſole remaining Hops... 

Is Death, kind Death, that amiable Sleep, 

Which wakes no more.—at leaft to mortal Care, - 

But then the dark Hereafter that may come. 

There is no Anchor that apainſt this Storm, 

This mighty Sea of Doubts and Fears, can hold, 

Hopeleſs, I drive.—One Thought deſtroys another, 

This Stranger too!—Should it be 6 

Is there a Fear, however idle, wild, 

And even almoſt impoſlible, which Guilt, 


[t The feeble-hearted Guilt not entertains ?— 
a I order'd his Attendance.—See, he comes. 


Chtemnefira, Meliſander. 
Cpt. Are you not Stranger, he, ava gn þ a 

By an amazing Chance, in his Return, 

Sav'd from a deſart Iſle ? 5 4 
Mel. Madam, the ſame. 3 
Che. I much admire your fortunate Deliverance, 

And wiſh to hear your Story: Why there left, 

And how ſuſtain'd. Indulge me with it, Stranger, 
Mel. Madam, I come this moment from the = 

Charg'd with a Matter which requires Diſpatch : 

But that tranſacted once, withoyt Delay, | 

I will attend your Orders. 

Chr. Then, it ſeems, | 
You are not quite a Stranger in Mycens, 
What is your Country ? 

Mel. Greece. 

Chr. What Part of Greece # 

Mel. I am of Athens born. 

Clyt. But in | Mycene, 

Have you not in Mycen been before? | 
Mel. There are not, Madam, many Parts of Sree 

To me EN a 


| | Che. 


 < 
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Chi. Why thus avoid. oy Gon 
Have you been here before ? © 1 5 Jn 
Mel. Madam, I have. 8 
Che, HR 0G Palace | ——Ha! why and you 
ent % 
You keep. your Eyes d upon the Ground. 
What ſhould this mean ? Beneath that rough Diſguiſe 
There lurks, methinks; a Form, which ehe I 
Have ſee. 
Mel. The Dream of Fancy, that the more - 
It is indulg'd, perplexes ſtill the more. 
I tarry here too long 4 the King's Commands 
Admit of no Delay. 

Che. Tis fo ! tis fo! _ | 
Air, Features, Manner, Voice; this audy d Haſte, 1 
The Shifts of one unpractis d in Deceit, 

All all conſpire One Image wakes another, 
And thick they flaſh upon me * 
. Mel. You grow pale, 
You tremble, Madam ; & Miſtake, 1 find; 
Concerning me turns wilder and diſturbs . 
Let me retire 

Cht. A Momem ay 

Mel. In vain, Y 

I find-it is in vain to Me 
Laos... 

Ct. Meli ſander ! | | 

Mel. Madam 74 

Cht. And can it be? Behold I then the Man; : 
Whom I ſo long have number'd with the Dead ? 
Almighty Gods! Behold I Meliſander? _ 
But, ah! how chang'd! how darken'd with Suſpicion 
Yes I am deem'd the Author of his Woes. * 

Mel. Madam, forgive 

Cht. Why elſe from me conceal 
Your wiſh'd Return I plainly am diftruſied— | 

y. Aamemnon too—It was unkind, - - 20%; - 

ul, unfriendly, ſhocks me Meliſander. 1 80 


Met. N you wrong me, Madam, wrong me mach; 
To 


4 'C 


f ooddet wa ws ©. ©. 
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To judge me apt or to conceive or ſpread 
Diſtruſt. I would have periſh'd by my ſelf, 
+ Unknown, unwept, in helpleſs Solitude, 
Rather thart here return, to this full World, 
To ſet my Miſtreſs and her Lord at variance. 
O think me not a buſy Peace-Deltroyer ! 
Accurſed is the Wretch, to ſocial Life 
The moſt inhuman Foe, who in the nice 
The tender Scenes of Life, dares raſhly meddle, 
And ſow Diviſion between Friends and Lovers. 
Cle. The generous Heart is ever ſlow to blame. 
But Meliſander, not to me were owing, 
Not in the leaſt to me, thoſe cruel Woes, | 
This worſe than Death, which you ſo long have ſuffer'd. 
Inſtead of That, your Fate, how, whither gone, 
If carry'd off, or ſecretly deſtroy d, 
Was all a mournful Myſtery to me, 
Dark as the Night on which you diſappear' d. 
Did you but know, here in my ſecret Soul, 
What undiſſembled Pangs your Abſence rouz d; 
What I have felt for you, and for my ſelf, 
In loſing ſuch a wiſe and faithful Friend; 
Knew you but theſe, O knew you, Meliſander, 
How your Diſaſter has been truely mine, 
You never could ſuſpect me. 
Mel. Witneſs Heav'n! 
I never did Vour Heart I know diſdains 
A Thought that looks like Cruelty or Fraud. 
From the firſt moment that his Ruffians ſeiz'd me, 
I had no doubt, I knew it was Egi/thus. 
Some time before I mark'd the rifing Storm, 
And meant to warn you, as it ſudden burſt, 
And bore me far away, far from all Means, 
Even from all Hope of lending you aſſiſtance. 
Ay! there I ſuffer'd moſt. My Fears far you, 
At once by Guile and Violence beſet, 
Took off the Point of my own proper Woes. 
But when your awful Virtues ſtruck my Thought, 
Yeur — Spirit, * Truth; 


That 


44 AGAMEMNON. 


That dread Effulgence of the ſpotleſs Soul, 
Which ſmites the hardeſt Villain into Shame; 
My Fears appear'd 1mpertinent and vain. 1 
Yet doubtleſs, Madam, you have had occaſion 
For a firm ruling Hand and watchful Eye, 
For every Virtue ; and I truly joy, 
That Agamemnon finds, at his Return, 
Egiſthus by your Conduct thus reſtrain'd. 
Cht. By Heavens he tries me. O ſuſpicious Guilt! 


[ 

Your Words are friendly, but your Deeds are Job 
No, Melijander, Friendſhip with Diſtruſt 
Can never dwell. And that I am diſtruſted 
To me 15 certain Ina Matter too, 
That much concern'd my Peace, concern'd my Honour. 
For did you even aſcribe your Woes to me, 
You could not manage with more diſtant Caution. 

Mel. Whence is it that the noble Chtemne/tra, 
Who us'd to ſhine in a ſuperior Sphere 
Of fair Serenity and candid Peace, ; 
Should to theſe Doubts deſcend, theſe dark Suſpicions ( 
For me, I here atteſt the Gods, my Soul 
Ne'er knew a Thought, that ſwelld not with Eſteem, 
With Love, and Veneration of your Virtues, 
And for the King, no young enraptur'd Lover, 
In all the firſt Effuſions of his Soul, 
New to the mighty Charm; no Friend, who meets, 
After long Years of dark and ſilent Abſence, 
His happy Friend again, feels livelier Joy, 
'Than Agamemnon feels, while his glad Tongue 
Runs out in endleſs Praiſe of — 
But I muſt wait his Orders. 

Ch. Do your Duty. 


I too muſt go, muſt to Egifthus, ſtrait, = LA. 


Impart this dreadful News, 
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SCENE VI. 
Melifander, alhre. 


She went abruptly 
And as we talk d, methonght ſtrange Paſſions ſhook 
Her inward Frame, and darken'd every Feature. 
| - Behold the black, the guilt-concealing Night 

Faſt cloſes round. Wide, thro' this ample Palace, 
The Lamps begin to ſhine. The Tempeſt falls; 
The weary Winds ſink, breathleſs. But, who knows, 
What fiercer Tempeſt yet may ſhake this Night. 
Soul-chearing Phabus, with thy ſacred Beams, 
O quickly come, and chaſe theſe ſullen Shadows. 


K T SCENE . BB 
oem. Feit,” „ ' 


Feifthur. 53 


H Chtemneſira ! what a Change is here 
And muſt I then thus ſteal an Interview? 
Are we alone ? „ 
Cht. You fright me with that Queſtion : eps 
You look aſtoniſh'd. 
Egi/. On the Brink of Ruin | 
We, tott'ring, ſtand. 214 
Cht. That is no News to me. 
Egi/. But 


Chr. What? 
Egiſ. We are diſcover'd. 
Cht. Ha! diſcover'd ! 
Egiſ. Yes certainly diſcover d. Arcas now, 
By Agamemnon's Orders, in the. City, 
Collecu a Band to ſeize me = the Banquet, 
- 
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A ſhort Hour hence. And my Accuſers, Madam, 
You may be well afſur'd are not your Friends. 
Gs Tis = tis plain. The parting Fogs diſ- 
rſe 
And now the doubtful Scene ſtands all reveal'd 
Who could haye thought they ſhould diflemble thus ? 
But I can tell you more. 
Eeiſ. What, Madam? ſpeale ; ; 
For Danger preſſes on us. 
Chi. daw you him, 
This ſeeming Stranger, ſav'd by Agamemnen ? 
Egi/. Arcas and le to-day, my Friends inform me, 
Were buſy with the King; and doubtleſs, then, 
It was concerted that I ſhould be ſeiz'd. 
_ Che. Ah! did you know, Egifthus, who he is? —— 
Egiſ. Who? 
Chet. Meliſander. 
Egiſ. Gods! and does r 
For my Confuſion ſav d! O greats, groſs Folly ! 
To do an Action of that Kind by halves. 
Had he been ſilent Duſt To pleaſe you, Madam, 
Becauſe of that Regard you deign'd to bear him, 
From a falſe 'T'enderneſs for you, he lives 
Cht. A mighty Merit! Glorious Boaſt indeed! 
Hear him, ye weeping gentle Powers of Love 
From Tenderneſs for me, he did not murder 
A worthy blameleſs Man, who never hurt him; 
He murder'd not my Friend, my faithful Friend. 
Ah ! *tis ſuch Tenderneſs as makes me wretched ! 
Such Tenderneſs, that ſtill in blacker Guilt, 
In the laſt Deeps of Miſery, would plunge me. 
Egiſ. It is not, Madam, now a time for This. 
Think of our Situation: cloſe beſet . 
By all thoſe Ills which Mortals moſt abhor. 
Whom have we to confide in but each othet ? 
And this ſad Meeting is perhaps our laſt. 
Concord alone, and vigorous Meaſures, can 
Prevent Our Ruin But, from Maliſander, 


What did you learn? Are you yourſelf ſuſpetted ? 


Cht. 


] 
( 
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Cht. I cannot find I am; And yet I muſt. 
Egi/. But, as for me, my Ruin is no Secret? 
Che. *'Tis true, ſome dark Atempe toes on * 
| you. 
Egiſ. Then have I rightly done. 
Cht. What have you done ? 
Exif What Prudence, Juſtice, Love and Vengeance, all 
Demand 
Ct. Immortal Powers! you have not ? 
Egiſ. No: 
But muſt, and will What elſe can you propoſe? 
Ch. Oh, any Thing beſides ! Immediate Flight, 
—_ Abſence, Death — 
Exif. Let others die 
Let the proud faithleſs falſe injurious Tyrant ; 
The Hero glorious in his Daughter's Murder; 
The Scourge of Greece, who has, from wild Ambition, 
Shed ſo much Blood let Agamemnon die 
Che. Oh Heavens and Earth! you ſhock me to Di- 
traction! 
I have, Egibus, hitherto avoided 
This dreadful Point, ſtill hoping you might drop 
Your horrid Reſolution : now I tell you, 
Before the liſtening Gods, I plainly tell you, 
That Agamemnomn ſhail not fall, unwarn'd: 
You ſhall not riſe by me into his Throne: 
J will not be the Tool of your Ambition; 
Will not be wretched infamous for ever, 
The Bluſh of Woman, the Diſgrace of Nature! 
That you may gain your execrable Views, 
er under ſmooth Pretences. I am guilty ; 
as! I am But think not therefore, '1'yrant 1 
10 o give me Law. There are Degrces in Guilt ; 
And I have ſtill wy Reaſon left, have left 
Some Reſolution, Some Re mains of Virtue : 
Yes, I dare die; and who dares die, Egiſtbus, 
Ne'er need be d:iven to villainous Extremes ! 
Mark me, inſulting Man! My certain Cure 


Of every Woe, my cordia! Draught is ready; 
D 3 And 
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And if you do not promiſe me, here ſwear, | 0 
To drop your fell Deſigns on Agamemnon, 
To quit this Palace——You may ſtill 4. A. 
And never ſee me more; I go, I go, ET | 
This Moment to diſcover all and die ! 
Egiſ. What! C — 
Cht. Nothing ſhall diſſuade me. 
I will not argue more Say, only ſay, 
Muſt I betake me to this cruel Refuge ? 
This dire Neceflity ? 
Egi/. Permit me, Madam ; 

Hear me but once, and then purſue your Purpoſe. 
Syppoſe us guilty, what you will yet, Madam, 
Shall we acknowledge and proclaim that Guilt? 

Shall we, by patient waiting for our Doom, 
By pitiful Neglect of Self-detence, 
Unheard of Meanneſs! ſtamp it into Shame? 
No; let us wipe it out with bold Succeſs. 
It is Succeſs that colours all in Life : 
Succeſs makes Fools 2dmir'd, makes Villains honeſt ; ; 
All the proud Virtue of this vaunting World 
Fawns on Succeſs, and Power, howe'er acquir'd. 
If then, ſuppoſing Gui!t, it were a Meanneſs 
To ſtoop to Shame, can Words expreſs theMadneſs 
Of ſtopping ſhort, with Infamy and Ruin, | 
When Juſtice, Love, and Vengeance urge to Glofy ? 
Inſtead of being deem'd a generous Queen, 
The brave Avenger of her Sex's Honour, 
Fam'd for her Spirit, for her juſt Reſentment ; 
Who greatly puniſh'd a perfidious Huſband, 
A cruel Tyrant; one, who from his Bed, - 
His Throne, propos'd, with open Shane, to turn her, 
And to her Place to take his Country's Foe, 
To take a Trgan Captive, proud Caſſandra : 
Inſtead of ſuch Renown, can Chtemneftra 
Forgive the Doubt. Can ſhe ſubmit to paſs, 
'z hy future Times, for an abandon'd Woman A 
A feeble, ſpiritleſs, abandon'd Woman ! 
Nr Madam , hear the N now [tell 1 vou 
NM uſt, 
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Muſt, in a little ſcanty Hour, take place; . 
In a few Moments, you mult be the firſt 
Or laſt of Women; be the publick Scorn, 
Or Admiration of approving Greece 
vou know you muſt ; be 4oamemnon's Slave, 
Caſſandra's Slave, or nobly Puniſh Both, 
And reign with me in Happineſs and Glory. 

Conſult your Heart; can you reſolve on Shame? 
On voluntary Shame ? That only 111 | 
The Generous fear, which kills * Soul itſelf. 
Were theſe fair Features, full of lovely Grandeur, 
Form'd for Confuſion? That majeſtic Front, 
To be bow'd down with Infamy and Vileneſ?? 
Ah! can you bear Contempt? The venom'd Tongue 
Of thoſe whom Ruin pleaſes? The keen Sneer, 
The lewd Reproaches of the raſcal Herd; 
Who for the ſelf ſame Actions, if ſucceſsful, 
Would be as groſly laviſh in your Praiſe ? 
To ſum up all in one——Can you ſupport 
The ſcorpful Glances, the malignant Joy, 
Or more deteſted Pity of a Rival ? 
Of a triumphant Riyal ? No; you cannot. 
That conſcious Worth, which kindles in your Eye, 
Tells me you cannot. 
But, in vain Diſputes, 
No more to ſquander theſe important Moments; 
Know, that J have not, to the frail Deciſion 
Of wav'ring Fear and Female Weakneſs, left 
| Our Freedom, Safety, Happineſs and Honour, 
Even in your own Deſpight you ſhall be fav'd, 
And could you be fo loſt to Reaſon, wild, 
To do what Woman never did before, 
What ſhocks Humanity, accuſe yourſelf, 
You only court Diſhonour to no Purpoſe ; 
For Agamemnon now cannot eſcape ; 
Jam already Maſter of this Palace; 
All is prepar'd, my People all are fix'd, - 

Ail properly diſpos'd ; and here I ſwear, 
By ſacred Juilice, Glory, Love and Vengeance! 

D 4 He 
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He dies !—dies in the Bath, before the Banquet 
And with him dies Ca//andra, ſhe who durſt. 
Even in preſumptuous Thought, uſurp thy Honours. 
She weeps O my ador'd ! my C e 5 
Forgive this barbarous neceſſary Truth 
Did I not love thee, love thee more = Empire, 
'Than Life and Glory, would ] thus diſcloſe 
Theſe dangerous Secrets? Could I not have veil'd, 
And, with more certain Caution gain'd my Purpoſe ? 
Cht. Oh that you had, Eg:ifthus ! then, alas! 
I ſhould have fondly thought myſelf leſs guilty. 
Egiſ. I loſe myſelf in Softneſs, while the Time, 
With Danger big, demands intrepid Deeds. 
Wipe off theſe Tears When next we meet again, 
All will be well. 
| SCENE II. 


Cht. Ah! when we meet again! 
J ſtand, at laſt, convinc'd, and muſt diſſemble——— 
Yet how diſſemble? Painted, in my Face, 
Are the full Horrors of this bloody Deed. 
But who are theſe approaching: Ha!. Caſſandra l 
How fair ſhe ſeems! how lovely ! hateful Charms ! | 
That well may rival mine, decay'd, and ſunk, 
By Guilt and Sorrow She poſſeſs my Bed 
Poſſeſs my Scepter I his reſtores my Spirit 
J am abus'd! too patient Periſh all ! 
Periſh myſelf, Egiſibus, Agamemnon ! 

So thus proud Rival this Caſſandra periſh ! 
SCENE III. 
Calandra, Trojan Cap:ives, Meliſander. 
Mel. Daughters of Ilium] By the King's Command, 
I come to aſk your Preſence at the Banquet. 

Till then allow me to partake your Woes : 
I have a Reverence for them. I myſelf, 
Thanks to the gracious Gods! have known Misfortune ; 
I am with Grief acquainted, therefore can 
For others feel. Sweet Source of every Virtue, 
O ſacred Sorrow ! He who knows not Thee, 
Knows not the beſt Emotions of the Heart, 


Thoſe 


, 
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Thoſe tender Tears that humanize the Soul, 
The Sigh that Charms, the Pang that gives Delight; 

He lives next door to Cruelty and Pride, 
And is a Novice in the School of Virtue. 
Ca. We thank thee, Stranger, for thy generous Pity. 
Heaven, has, it ſeems, throughout diffus'd the Good. 
May the kind Gods, the Hoſpitable Powers, 
For this befriend thee! Thou muſt wander ſtill, 
Wilt their Protection want. But AÆamemnon. 
Where is the King? 
Mel. He bathes him for the Banquet, 
The Banquet earn'd by ten Years War and Toll. 
Caſ. Short ſighted Man! to dream of feſtal Joy, 
When his next Banquet is perhaps with Pluto. 
He comes! the God comes ruſhing on my Soul 
O gently ſooth me with the Voice of Muick! - 
Aſſuage my Pangs with Harmony !—Methinks, 
I hear Apolla's Lyre. 
Mel. Myſterious Powers! 
Caſ. Tis gone—And now harſh Diſcord takes its place: 
Dire Yellings now affright my trembling Ear. 
What means this Uproar of the howling Forreſt? 
The Lioneſs and Wolf, together leagu'd, 
Purſue the Lion's Life.—Behold ! the Snare, 
Th' infernal Snare is ſet, ſpread by the Stream, 
Where, unſuſpecting Harm, he bathes at Noon. 
Soon will theſe guilt!eſs Waters bluſh with Blood. 
Mel. There is a ſort of gloomy Light in This, . 
That flaſhes Horror on me. 
Caſ. A black Swarm 
Of fell Ideas ſeize my Fancy.— Hence 
O inatch me from this Palace! Shambles rather! 
It ſmells of Carnage ; breathes an hideous Steam, 
As if from gaping Sepulchers exhal'd. 
And, lo! the ſpotleſs Loves, the Sports, the Joys, 
The weeping Lares fly : while in their place, 
The Vices all, the raging Furies come; 
And with them Comus, the flaſh'd God of Banquets, 
Beſmear'd with Gore—They ſing the funeral Hymn 
What 
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What do I ſee ? what mean theſe mangled Forms? 
Theſe pale, theſe nightly Phantoms; Such as riſe, 
To working Fancy's Eye, in trouble Dreams ?— 
See | where they fit for ever at the Gates, 
Demanding Vengeance—Vengeance is at hand— 
Ha! tis the murder'd Boys, whoſe Limbs were, here, 
Serv'd up to their own Sire, to be devour'd !— 
Mel. She wakes my Dread The Story of ye /— 
Ca With this — Race involy'd, I fall: 
Nor falls the Slave, alone—the Maſter falls. 
But Man ſhall die for Man, for Woman Woman: 
Remember This. 
Mel. The Slave the Maſter fall ! | 
Caf. Ah Boſom-Traitreſs.! IIl- perſuaded Queen 
And canſt thou then the barbarous Secret keep? — 
Mel, What Queen? what Secret? Speak more plain 
Caſſandra. vx 
Ca/. From Guilt, in vain, to greater Guilt you fly, 
From Crime to Crime precipitated—No ! 
The wicked find no Peace — Diſtraction waits Thee! 
One Effort more Ves, ſave thy Lord, and die . 
That throw belong'd to Vi rtue— Cannot then 
The gentle Powers prevail ?-—A Moment yet, 
The doubtful Ballance yet allows a Moment 
Down, down it goes, for Vengeance and for Troy / 
Bat ah ! ſuch Vengeance, as even Foes themſelyes 
Abhor to ſee! 
Mel. She ſtaggers all my Reaſon. 
Unveil theſe dreadful Oracles—Perhaps— 
Caſ. Yes, in a moment, they will be too plain. 
The Moment comes! The Furies laſh it on 
Ha! Now1 
Mel. Unuſual Horror creeps— 
Caſ. Alas 
Keep from the murderous Sacrificer's Hand, 
O keep the Victim Bull! Lo! ſeiz d, he ſpurns, 
He foams in vain—Behold the lifted Blow! _ 
Behold the thirſty Steel! They ſtrike him — Hark 
What Diſmal Echoes run from Room to Room ! 


Mel. 
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Mel. I heard a diſtant Noiſe 1— 
[DDD Noiſe of Agamemnon's "Af ination 
ard indiſtinly, and at diſtance, be- 
hind the Scenes. 
Caſ. Again !—They ſtrive, 
Th Aſſaſſins labour who ſhall wound him moſt. 
Tis done He falls— — 
Agamemnon, behind the Scenes. 
[The Noiſe heard diftinly, and near. 
Oft! Villains! Cowards! off !— 
By Villains murder'd!—Oh!— 
Mel. Great Gods! the King !— 


SCENE IV. 
Meliſander, Caſſandra, Trojan C ef, Electra, 
Oreſtes. 


Ele. Stop, generous Stranger! AQamemnon's F riend ! 
Mel. What would Electra? what with Mel; hiſander ? 
Ek. Heavens Meliſander ! 
Mel. To the King's Aſhſtance, 
I fly ; detain me not. 
Ele. He is no more! 
Mel. Ha! dead! * 
Ele. Ves, murdei'd by E oil bus dead 
Pierc'd with unnumber'd Wounds O Horror! Horror! 
We have not time for Grief—Ore/ter—Quick * 8 
Fly ! fave my Brother 
Ore. Leave my Father No 
It is but once that I have ever ſeen him : 
Shall I no more? 
Ele. But to revenge his Death, 
O fly, Oreſtes, for that glorious Purpoſe! 
Tremendous Gods ! Methinks, I fee his Ghoſt, 
That beckons you away! 
Ore. I come! I come! 
On Meliſander — 
Ele. Brother! 
Ore. Oh, my Sitter! 
Wha twill become of thee ? 
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Elic. Good Meliſander, 
O guard my Brother ! ſave our only Hope ! 


J heard a Noiſe —— Farewell! 
Oreſtes, going. 
Ah! poor Ele&ra / 
| SCENE V. 
Electra, Caſſandra, Trojan Capti ves. 
Elec. The Murderers come! ſtain d with my Father's 
Blood 
Hide me, Caſſandra, hide me from a Sight 
J cannot bear, a Scene to Nature ſhocking ! 
SCENE VI. 

The Back-Scene opening diſcovers, at a diſtance, Agamem« 
non's Body. Electra throws herſelf by it. 
Caſſandra, Trojan Captives, Egiſthus with ſome of his 

Party. 
Egi. Enough, my Friends — How low, how ſilent, now, 

The mighty Boaſter lies !-Another Blow 
Crowns my Revenge 

Caſ. It ſhal! not, baſe Aſſaſſin 
The Gods are juſt ; amidit the Crimes of Men, 
Are firmly juſt, ſupremely wiſe and good: 
The Gods are here, in all their Terrors preſent! 
See, where in dreadful Majeſty they fit ! 
And write thy Doom in 4gamemnon's Blood 

Egiſ. Think not to ſhake me with theſe gloomy Fables: 
This Arm that has acquir'd, ſhall guard my Power ; 
And ſince I now enjoy my long-wiſh'd Vengeance, 
All here is calm and chearful. 

Caj. The falſe Boaſt 
Of agonizing Guilt! Thy Soul, I ſee, 
Beneath this harden'd Pride, tuis brutal Courage, 
Boils with black Torments, and with inward 'T'empelt. 
I know whence breaks that Gleam of Joy athwart thee, 
As Lightning flaſhes, o'er a troubled Sky : | 
Thou dreamit the Prince now fails heneath thy Fury : 
But hear and tremble young Or:fes lives 

Egiſ. Hence with thy vain Predictions, doating Woman ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. t 
Egiſthus, Caſſandra, &&c. and to them Aſſaſſins ſent to 
1 murder Oreſtes. 
Egi/. Well, is Oreftes dead? 
AJ. Ah, Sir! eſcap'd — 


When all was in Confuſion, here, and Tumult. 
Egi/. O nothing then is done — Fly! tardy Villains 
Purſue him to the fartheſt Verge of Earth, — 
No dark Retreat, no Country.—But here comes 
Another Storm. Diſtraction wings her Pace. 
SCENE VIII. 
Clytemneſtra, Egiſthus, Caſſandra, &c. 
Cht. Off! give me way! to Deſarts let me fly! 
The wildeſt Savage there 
Why pierce me thus with Looks ?—In every Eye 
There is a Dagger; chief in thine (zo Egiftus) Ha! 
Villain! | 
I know 'Thee ; know theſe Eyes, were ſmiling Love, 
To the rea Glarings of a Fury's Torch, 
Is now transform'd—Yes, Traitor! turn away: 
But, ere you go, give me my Peace again; 
Give me my happy Family around ; 
Give me my Virtue, Honour, nay my Glory ; 
Or give me Death, tho Death cannot relieve me.— 
Are theſe the Deeds of Love ?—I cannot ſtep, 
Unleſs I dip my ſhivering Feet in Blood. 
Compar'd with this polluted this dire Palace, 
The Sepulcher is gay.— But whither fly ?— 
Ah! what avails it where the Guilty fly, 
Since from themſelves they cannot Ha!] Behold ! 
The black Abyſs diſcloſes to my View; 
And down I go, a dark a deep Deſcent ! 
Hell from beneath is mov'd at my Approach: 
It's Princes flock around. Behold, they fay, 
The greatly-wretched, greatly-wicked Woman ! 
She who preferr'd the Villain to the Hero! 
The Trojan Shades, with ſharp Deriſion, thank me: 
The Grecian droop—Lo! where he comes himſelf ! 
See! how in ſullen Majeſty he ſtalks !-= _ 
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Oh look not on me with that filent Scorn!? 
I am too curs'd glready — [ Faints into the Arms of 
| | ber Attendants. 
E 270 Bear her hence: 4 
And look ſhe be attended well. At laſt, 
T ſhall o'er toiling Fate the Victory gain 
What new Alarm? 
SCENE IX. 
Egiſthus, Caſſandra, c. to them a ,.. 
Me. As Meliſander, Sir, 

Bore off Ore/tes, to th aſſembled 8 | 
He ſhow'd the Prince, and rouz'd them to Revenge. 
Tis nought but Rage. The People, in a Torrent, 
By Arcas headed, pour upon the Palace. 
Beſides, each moment, Agamemnon's Troops 

Egi/: Quick ! ſummon here my Friends—In D's Grove 
They ready wait. We this important Day 
Will or with Conqueſt crown, or bravely die. 

Cafſ. No, Tyrant, no! the Gods refale thee That: - 
Not like the Brave, but like the trembling Coward, 
TY aſſaſſinating Coward, thou ſhalt die; 
There! in that Spot, where Agamemnon lies 

Egiſ. Lead theſe ill-boding Women to their Fate; 
And guard Electra. | 

Cafſ. The moſt grateful Gift 
A Tyrant can beſtow is inſtant Death. 
We ſhall be happy ſoon. But all the Gods, 
Combining all their Mercy, from Remorſe, 
From Scorn and Miſery, 6annot ſave the — 


THE END. 


* 
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Spoken by Mrs. C 1 B FER. 


UR Bard, to Modern Epilogue à Foe, 


Di/pels in idle Air the moral Sigh, 

And wipes the tender Tear from Pity's Eye : 

No more with ſocial Warmth the Boſom burns ; 
But all th unfteling, ſelſb Man returns. 


- Thus he began— And you approvd the Strain; 
Till the next Couplet ſunk to light and vain. 
You check d him there—To You, to Reaſon juſt, 
He owns he triumph'd in your kind Diſguſt. 


Charm'd by yeur Frown, by your Diſplraſure grac'd, 


He hails the riſing Virtue of your Taſte. 

Wide will it's Influence ſpread, as foon as known : 
Truth, to be low'd, needs only to be ſhown, 
Confirm it, once, the Faſhion to be good: _ 
(Since Faſhion leaas the Fool, 3 awes the Rude) 
No Petulance ſhall wound the Publick Ear; 

No Hand applaud cubat Honour uns to hear : 

No painful Bluſb the Modeft- Cheek fhall ftain ; 
The xworthy Breaſt ſhall heave with no diſdain. 
Chaſtis'd to Decency, the Britiſh Stage 

Shall oft invite the Fair, invite the Sage : 

Both ſhall attend awell-pleas'd, well-pleas'd depart : 
Or i if” they 4 the Verſe, abſebve the Heart. 


— TT 


Thinks ſach mean Mirth but deadens generous Mos; 


* Another Epilogue 


was ſpoken after the firſt Repreſen- 


tation of the Play, which began with the firſt ſix Lines 
of This : but the reſt of that Epilogue, having been 
very juſtly diſliked by the Audience, This was ſubiti · 
tuted in ita Place. 


ACATALOGUUE of Plays fold by G. 
Risx, G. EwIN G, and W. SMITH, Book- 
ſellers in Dame-ſtreet, 


TRAGEDIES. 


He Fair Penitent. 
Jane Shore. 

The Lady Jane Gray. 

The Royal Convert. 

Ulyſſes. 

The Ambitious Step Mo- 
1 

Tamerlane. 

Rival Queens, or the Death 
of Alexander the Great. 

Hanibal's Overthrow. 

Mithridates King of Pon- 
tus. 

Oedipus. 

The Albion Qaeens, or 
Mary Queen of Scots. 


Virtue betrayed or Ann 
Bullen. 

The Unhappy Favourite or 
the Earl of Eſſex. 

Bufiris King of Egypt. 

The Revenge. 

Eüridice. 

Tþomſon's Sophonisba. 

Cato. 

Alzira. 

The Fatal Secret. 

Don Carlos Prince of Spain” 

The Mourning Bride. 

The Orphan. 

Don Sebaſtian King of 
Portugal. 


COMEDIES. 


Omus a Mask, as 
alter'd from Milton. 
Squire of Alſatia. 
Man's Bewitched 3 or the 
Devil to do about her. 
The Tender Husband. 
The Lying Lovers. 
The Conſcious Lovers. 
Love and a Bottle. 
Conſtant Couple, or a Trip 
to the Jubilee. 
Sir Harry Wildair. 
Inconſtant, or the way to 
win him. 
The Twin Rivals. 
The Recruiting Officer. 
The Beaux Stratagem. 


Provok'd Husband, or a 
Journey to London. 

Provok'd Wite. 

Relapſe. 

Eſop, 2 Parts. 


Love's laſt Shift, or the 


Fool in Faſhion. 

Love makes a Man, or the 

Fop's Fortune. 

She wou'd and ſhe wou'd 
not. 

The Buſy Body. 

Beaus Dael or a Soldier for 
Ladies. | 


Wonder a Woman keeps a 


Secret. 


Love in ſeveral Masques. 


